
| Variations in Copies of the Early Quartos and Folios . — Critics | 
bnd commentators have often asserted that there was no proof- read-f 

ing by author or editor in Elizabethan times ; but we have positive! 
evidence to the contrary. At the end of Beeton’s 4 Will of Wit 'I 
( 1 599) we find this note : — ‘ What faults are escaped in the printing,! 
finde by discretion ; and excuse the author, by other worke that let! 
[that is, hindered] him from attendance to the presse.’ The Shake-! 
speare quartos and folios were often corrected while passing through 
the press. In the ‘ Griggs ' series noticed above there are two re- 1 
productions of the 1597 quarto of ‘ Richard II.', one photographed 
from a copy belonging to Mr. Henry Huth, the other from the] 
Duke of Devonshire’s copy. These two copies of the same edition' 
were found to vary so much from each other that it was decided to 
reprint both. A careful comparison of the originals with each other 
and with a third copy formerly belonging to Capell, the Shakespeare 
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Variations in Copies of the Early Quartos and Folios.— Critics | 
nd commentators have often asserted that there was no proof-read-^ 
ing by author or editor in Elizabethan times ; but we have positive^ 
evidence to the contrary. At the end of Beeton s ‘ Will of Wit g 
( 1 599) we find this note : — * What faults are escaped in the printings 
finde by discretion ; and excuse the author, by other worke that let g 
[that is, hindered] him from attendance to the presse.’ The Shake- ^ 
speare quartos and folios were often corrected while passing through* 
the press. In the ‘ Griggs ’ series noticed above there are two re-| 
productions of the 1597 quarto of ‘ Richard II.’, one photographed 
from a copy belonging to Mr. Henry Huth, the other from the|j 
Duke of Devonshire’s copy. These two copies of the same edition N 
were found to vary so much from each other that it was decided top 
reprint both. A careful comparison of the originals with each other: 
and with a third copy formerly belonging to Capell, the Shakespeare! 
editor, proved that corrections were m?de while each sheet was I 
being printed ; and that the corrected and uncorrected sheets were! 
mixed up in binding. Five sheets or ‘ signatures ’ appear to be the! 
same in the three copies mentioned. Of the other sheets the first and f 
fourth are corrected in the Huth copy, the second in the Devon- ^ 
shire copy, the third in both the Devonshire and the Huth, and ther 
fifth (the ninth in the book) in the Devonshire and the Capell. Its 
happens, however, that by far the larger number of corrections^ 
are in the Devonshire copy, most of them occurring in the second ■ 
sheet. The following, for example, are all found on a single pager 
(i. 2. 42-70) I 

Where then alas may I complaine myself ? yfj 

(‘ alas ’ omitted in the other copies) ; 

That it may enter butcher Mowbraies breast 
(‘butchers’ in the others); 

Not with the emptie hollownes, but weight; 

(‘ emptines, hollownes 7 in the others) ; 

And what heare there for welcome but my grones ? 

(‘ what cheer,’ in the others). 

In i. 3. 136 (same sheet) the Devonshire copy has ‘And gratingl 
shocke of wrathfull yron armes,’ while the other two copies have? 
‘harsh resounding armes,’ due to an accidental repetition of theff 
adjectives in the preceding line: ‘With harsh resounding trumpets! 
dreadful bray.’ The care with which these corrections were made I 
is shown by the fact that the printing of this sheet was stopped to I 
change the spelling of a word by the insertion of a single letter J 
‘ portculist ’ being altered to ‘ portcullist ’ in i. 3. 167: ‘Doublyu 
portcullist with my teeth and lippes.’ 

The mistaken ingenuity with which palpable misprints in the early I 
editions have often been defended by good critics is well illustrated! 
by Malone’s attempt to justify ‘ what cheer ’ in one of the lines quoted | 
above in oppo sition to ‘ w hat hear ,’ which appears in the quartos] 
of 1598, 1608, and' i6r57andrinTheTolibsr Assuming that ‘cheer'] 
was the reading of the earliest edition, he said that the change 
to ‘ hear ’ showed ‘ at how very early a period the revisers of Shake- 
speare’s pieces began to tamper with his text, under the notion of f 
improving it, or of correcting imaginary errors of the press ’ — and I 
so on through more than an entire page of comments. He says I 
that ‘ the passage furnishes an evident proof of the value of first edi-| 
tions ’ ; and so it does, particularly when their misprints are cor- 1 
rected while they are on the press, and we happen to get hold of 
a corrected copy. 

That copies of the folio of 1623 vary here and there has long 
been known, and it was the intention of the Cambridge editors to 
note all such variations in their footnotes ; but my attention has 
been recently called to an instance of the kind which escaped their 
scrutiny, and which, so far as I am aware, no editor or commenta- 
tor has pointed out. It is in ‘ The Taming of the Shrew,’ ii. 1. 

201, where Staunton’s photographic facsimile of the folio and 
Booth’s reprint both read ‘ Women are made to beare, and so are 
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you,’ while the Chatto and Windus facsimile (photographic) and 
Paterson’s reprint have * beate ’ for ‘ beare.’ That the latter is the 
corrected reading is evident from the context. 

The volume of the revised Cambridge edition containing this 
play is not yet published. — 7 %* Cnltic qf . 
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ENTER KING RICHARD, IOHN 
OF GAVNT, WITH OTHER 
Nobles And attendants. 

King Richard. 

feVIdlohn of Gaunt time honoured Lancafter. 

* Haft thou according to thy oath and bande 
"Brought hither Henrie Hcrford thy bolde fonne # 
Here to make good the boiftrous late appeale. 
Which then our leyfure would not let vs heare 
Againft the Duke of Norfolke,Thomas Moubrayi 
Gaunt . I haue m yLeigc, t 

King. Tell me moreouer haft thou founded him, 

If he appeale the Duke on ancient malice, 

Or worthily as a good fubieft fhould 
On fbme knowne ground oftreacherie in him. 

Gaunt. As neere as I could lift him on that argument, 

On fome apparent daunger fecne in him, 

Aitnde at your highnes, no inueterate malice. 

King. T hen call them to our prefence face to face, 
Andfrowningbrowto brow our felucswill heare. 

The accufer and the accufed freely fpeake.* 

High ftomackt are they both and full of ire. 

In rage, deafe as the fca.haftic as fire. 

Enter Bullingbrooke and Mowbray, 

Bulling. Manic ycares of happie daies befall. 

My gratious fouetaigne my moft louing liege. 

A 2 Mow, 
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TloeTr/tgedieof 

Movpb. Each cfay (till better others hnppinc$* 

V mill the heauens enuying earths good hap» 

Adde an immortal! title to your Crowne. 

King. We thank e you both, yet one but flatters V5* 

As well appeareth by thecaufcyou come, 

Namely to appeale each other of high treafon: 

Coofin of Herford, what doft rhou obieft 
Againff the Duke of Norffolke Thomas Mowbray? 

Bull, Firftjheauen be the record to my fpecch* 

In the deuotion of a fubiefts loue, 

T endring the pretious fafcticofmy Prince* 

And free froni other misbegotten hate. 

Come I appellant to this princely prefence* 

Now Thomas Mowbray do I turnetothee* 

And rnarke my greeting well : for what I fpeake 
My body fliall make good vpoR this earth, 

Or my duirne loute anfwcr i t in heauen: 

Thou art a traitorir and a mifereanr, 

T oo good to be Id, and too bad to hue, 

Since the more faire and criftall is the skie, 
r J he vglier feeme the cloudes that in it flic: 

Once more>the more to aggrauate the note, 

With a fou^e traitors name ftuffe I thy throte. 

And with (fo pleafe my Soueraigne) ere I tnoue, 

What my tong fpeaks.my right drawenfword may proufr 

Mow . Let not my cold wordes here accufe my zeale, 
Tis not the triall of a womans warre, 

The bitter clamour oftwo egcr tongues 
Can arbitrate.thi's caufe betwixt vs twaine. 

The bloud is hotethat mud be coold for this> 

Yet can I not of fuch tame patiencciboaft. 

As to be huifhr, and naught atalLtoTay,: 

Firfl (.he faire reuerence ofyour Highnefle curbs me. 
From giumg reinesand fpurTes toiny free fpeeCh, 

Which elfe would poft vntill it had returnd, 

Thcfc rcrmes.of treafon doubled downc lxis throat : 
getting afide his high bloids royalties 




King Richard the fecend. 

And let him be no kinftnan to my Liege. 
Idodefiehun.andl fpitathim. 

Call him a flaunderous coward, and a villaine. 

Which to maintainc, I would allow him ods. 

And meete him were I tied to runne afootc, 

Eucn to the frozen ridges of the Alpes. 

Or any other ground inhabitable* 

Where euer Enghfhman durft fee hisfoote. 

Meant timedet this defend my loyahie. 

By all my hopes moft falfly doth he lie. 

But l. Pale trembling coward there I throw my gage. 
Declaiming here the kinred ofthe King, 

And lay afide my high bloudes royaltie, 

Which Feare, uotReuercnce makes thee to except. 

If guilty dread hauc left thee fo much ftrength. 

As to take vp mine honours pawne, then Ifovvpe, 

By that, and all the rites of Knighthoode elfe, 

Will I make goodagainft thcc armc to arme. 

What l hauc lpokc, or thou canft worfe deuife. 

Mow. I take it vp, and by that fword I fwcarc, 

W hich gently laid my Knighthood on iny fhoulder, 
lie anfwerthec many faire degree. 

Or chiualrous defigne of knightly triad: 

And when T mount,, aliuc may I not light. 

Iff be traitor or vmuftly fight. 

King, What doth our ccufin lay to Mowbraics diaf^c? 

It mulf be great that can inherit ys. 

So much as.ofa thought of ill in him. 

Bui. Lookewhac I fpeake,my life lliallproueittrue. 
That Mowbray hath receiude eiglit thoufand nobles 
Jn name of Lendingsforyour Highnesfouldiours, 

The which he hath detaind for lewd lmployments, 

Like a falfc traitour,and injurious villaine: 

Befldes I fay, and will in battle preue. 

Or here, or elle where to the furtheft Ver**e 
That ctKr was (urueyed by Englifh eye, ° 

Tnat ali the treafons for thefe dghteenc yearcs^ 

A- 3 Com- 
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jlie Tragedie 1 

Complotted and contriucd in this land: 

Fetch from falfc Mowbray -their firfthcad andfpring. 
Further I'fay and further will maintaine 
Vpon his bad life to make all this good, 

That he did plottc the Duke of Glcceftcri dcsti, 
Sugged hisloone beleeuing aduerlaries. 

And eonfequently like a taitour coward, 

Slucte out his innocent foule through ftreames of blcud # 
Which bloud, like facxifici Dg A be Is cries, 

Hucn from the tounglefle Caucrnes of the earth, 
Tomeforiufticc and rough chaff ifement: 

And, by the glorious worth of my defirent, 

Thisarroe diall doit, or this life be fpent. 

King. How high a pitch his refolution foarej, 

Thomas ofNorfclkc what faift thou to this? 

Moveb. Oh let my foucraigoe turne awaic his face. 
And bid his cares a little while be deafe. 

Till I haue tolde this (launder of his bloud. 

How God and good men hate fo foule a Her* 



King. Mowbray impartiall are our cies and *ares> 

Were he my brother, nay, my kingdomes heire* 

As he isbut my fathers brothers fonne, 

Now by feepters awe I make a vowe, 

Sucli neighbour neerenes to our facrcd bloud 
Should nothing priuiledge him nor partialize 
The vn (looping finnenene of my vpright foule. 

He is our fubieft Mowbray fo art thou, 

Free fpeech and fearelcfle I to thee allowe. 

Mowb. Then Bullingbrooke as lowe as to thy heart 
Through the falfe paflage of thy throate thou licfl. 

Three partes of that reccipte I had for Callice, 

Disbur ft 1 duely to his higlincfle fouldiers, 

The other part referude I by confcnt, 

For that my foucraignc liege was in my debt, 

V pon re mainejer of a dearc account: 

Since lafl I w^nt to France to fetch his Queene: 

Now fwallo w do wne that Uc . For Gloceiters deaths 

I flew 
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Iflcwe him not but to my owne difgrace, 

Neglefted my fworne duety in that cafe: 

For you my noble Lord of Lancaftcr* 

The honourable father to my foe. 

Once did I lay an ambufhe for your life, 

A trcfpafle that doth vex m j grieued loulet 
But ere I lad reeeiude the Sacrament, 

I did confefTe it, and exaftly begd 
Your graces pardori,aiid 1 hope I had it. 

This is* my fault, as for the reft appeald 
Itifliicsfrom the rancour of a villaine, 

A recreant and molt degenerate traitour. 

Which in my felfe I boldly willdefende. 

And enterchangcably hurle downe my gage 

Vpon this ouerweening traitors foote, 

To proue my felfe a loyal Gentleman, 

Euen in the bed bloud chamberd in his bofeme* 

In hade wherof mod hastily I pray 
Your highnes to afsigne our triad day. 

King. Wrath kindled gentleman be ruled by me 3 
Lets purge this choler without letting bloud, 

This we prelcribe though no Phifition, 

Deepe malice makes too deepe incifion, 

Forgetjforgiue, conclude and be agreed. 

Our doctors fay, this is no month to bleede : 

Good Vnckle let this ende where it begonne, 

Weele calme the Duke of Norfolke.you your fonne. 

Cdunt. To be a make-peace dial become my age, 

Throw downe (my foune) the Duke of Norfolkesgagc. 
King. And Norfolke throw downe his. 

Gaunt. When Harry? when obedience bids. 

Obedience bids I ftiould not bid againe. 

King. Norfolke throw downe we bid, there isnoboote, 
Mow. My felfe I throw dread fouiraigne at thy foot.'. 
My life thou dialtcommand.but not my diame, 

The one my duety owes, but my fairc name 
Defpight of death that hues vpon my graue. 






\7 
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- TheTrdgedie of 

To darlce dishonours vfe thou flaaltnot haue: 

I am difgrafte, impeacht,and b.ifFuld heere, 

Picrd to the foulc with Shunders venomd fpcare. 

The whichiio balme can cure but his heart bloud 
Which breathde this poyfon. 

King. Rage umft be withffoode, 

Giue me his gage; Lions make Leopards came* 

Moveb. Yea but not change his Ipats : take but my foame, 
And I refigne my gage, ray deare deare Lord, 

The pureft treafurc mortall tiroes afford. 

Is fpotlcfle Reputation that away ,ii : . 

Men arc but guilded loamc, or painted clay* 

A iewcll in a ten times bard vp cheft. 

Is a bold fpirit in a loyal! bread: 

Mine honour is my hfe,both grow in one. 

Take honour from me, and my life is done: 

Then(deare my Licge)mine honour let me trie. 

In that I liuc.and for that will I die. 

King. Coofin,throw vp your gage, do you beginne. 

Bull. O God defend my foule from fuch deepe finne, 
Shall I feeme Creft-fallen in my fathers fight? 

Or with pale beggar-feafe impeach my height. 

Before this out-darde Daftard? ere my tong 
Shall wound my honour with fuch feeble wrong. 

Or found fobafe a parlec, my teeth fhall tearc 
T he flauifh motiue ofrecanting feare. 

And fpit.it bleeding in his high difgrace. 

Where Shame doth harbour euen in Mowbraiesface. 

King . W e were not borne to fue, but to cenirtiaund, 
Which Since we cannot do, to make you fnends, 

Be ready as your hues fhal 1 anfwere i t. 

At Cotientry vpbn faint Lamberts day, 

There fhall your fvvovds and launces arbitrate 
The fvvelling difference of your fetled hate. 

Sine c we cannot atone you, we fhall fee 
luftice defigne the Viftovs chiuairie, 

Lord Marihal, cofnmaund our Officers at Armes, 




Be 



- 
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4 Kinj* Richtfd ihejicoitd. 

Be ready to direct thefe home allarmcs. Exit, 

f 

€nttr lohn of Gdunt With the Bucheffe of Clocefier, 
Gaunt Alas, the part I had in W oodliockcs bloud, 
Doth more follicitc me than your exclaimes. 

To ftirre againft the butchers of his life. 

But fince correction licth in thofe hands. 

Which made the fault that we cannot corrcCl: 

Put wc our quirrcll to the will ofheauen, 

Who when they fee the hourcs ripe on earth, 

Willraine hot vengeance on offenders heads. 

Bucheffe Fmdcs brotherhood in thee no (harper fpurre? 
Hath loue in thy old bloud no liuing fire# 

Edwards feuen lbnncs whereof thyfclfe att one. 

Were as feuen viols of hisfacred bloud. 

Or feuen fairs branches fpringing from one roote: 

Some of thofe feuen are dried by natures courfe. 

Some of thofe branches by the Dediniescut: 

But Thomas my deare Lord, roy life, my Gloccftcr. 
Onevioll full of Edwards facred bloud, 

One flourifhing branch of his mod royall roote 
Is crackt, and all the precious liquor fpilt, 

Is hackt downe, and his fummer leaues all faded 
By Enuieshand, and Murders bloudy axe. 

Ah Gaunt, his bloud was thine, that bed, that womb, 

That mettall, that felfe mould, that fafhioncd thee 
Made him a man t and though thou liueft and breathed, 
Yet art thouflainc in him.thou doodconfcnt 
In fome large meafurc to thy fathers death. 

In that thou feed thy wretched brother die. 

Who was the modell of thy fathers life: 

Call it notpacience Gaunt,itisdifpaire,- 
In fuffring thus thy brother tobc flaughtred. 

Thou foewcfl the naked path way to thy life. 

Teaching derne Murder how to butcher thee: 

That which in mcanemen we intitle Patience, 

Lpale cold Cowardice in noble breads. 
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TheTragediepf 

What fhall I (aie2 to fafcgard thine owne life* 

The be ft way is to venge my Glocefters death. 

Gaunt Gods is the quarrcll for Gods fubftitutc, 

His deputy annointed in his fight* 

Hatheaufd his death, the which if wrongfully. 

Let hcauen reuenge, for I may ncuer lift 
An angry arme againft his minifter. 

Buck. Where then may 1 complaine my felfe? 

Gaunt T o God the widdowes Champion and defence, 
touch. Why thenl willjfarcwell olde Gaunt, 

Thou goeft to Coventry, there to behold 
Our Coofen Hereford and fell Mowbray fight. 

O fet my husbands wrongeson Hereford:, fpeare. 

That it may enter butchers Mowbraiesbreftj 
Or ifmilfortune mifte the fit ft catier, 

Be Mowbraics finncsfoheauy in hisbofome 
That they may breake his foming courfers backe. 

And throw the rider headlonginthe hftes. 

Acaitiue recreant to my Coolen Hereford, 

Farewell old Gaunt. thy fometimes brothers wife. 

With her companion Gi iefemuft end her. life. 

Gaunt Sifter farewell,! muft to Couentry, 

As much good flay with thee, as go with me. 

touch. Yet one word inore.grietc boundeth where is fills. 
Not with the empimes, hollownes, but weights 
] take my leauc before I haue begone. 

For farrow endcs not when it feemeth doner 
Commend me to thy brother Edmund Yorlce. 

Loth s is all : nay yet depart not fo. 

Though this be a),doc not fo quickly go: 

3 (hall remember more: Bid him, ah what? 

AVnh all good fpeedc at Plafhie vifire me, 

Alackc and what (ball good olde Yorke there fee, 

But empty lodgings and vnfurnifht wals. 

Vnpeopled offices, vntroddenftones, 

And wnat cheere there for welcome but my grooes? 
Therfoic commend me, lethim not come there, 

To 
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King Richard the fecond. 

To feeke out forrow that dw els euei y where. 

Defolate defolatc will I hence and die: 

Thelaftleaue of thee takes my weeping cic. Sxeunt, 

Enter Lord Marshall and the Duke Aumtrle. 

Mar, My Lord Aumerle is Harry Hcrford arjndc? 

*Aum. Yea at all points, and longs to enter in. 

Mar, The Duke of Norfolke frightfully and bold, 
Staics but the fummons of the appellants trumpet. 

Aunt. Why then the Champions arc prepard and ftay 
For nothing but his maiefties approach. 

The trumpets found and the King enters With his nobles \sehen 
they are fet, enter the Duke of Tforfolke in armes defendant . 
Marshall demaunde of yonder Champion, 

The caufc of his arriuall here in armes, 

Aske him his name, and orderly proccede 
T o fweare him in the iuftice of his caufc. 

Mar. In Gods name and the Kings fay who thou art. 

And why thoucomcft thus knightly clad in armes, 

Againft what man thou comft and what thy quarcll. 

Speake truly on thy knighthoode, and thy oth. 

As fo defend the hcauen and thy valour. 

Mens. My name is Thomas Mowbray Duke of Norfolke, 
Who hither come ingaged by my oath, 

(Which God defendea Knight fliduid violate) 

Both to defend my loyalty and truth, 

To God, my King, and my fucceedmg iftiie, 

Againft theDuke ofHerfbrd that appeales me. 

And by the grace of God, and this mine arme, 

T o proue him in defending of my felfe, 

A traitour to my God, my King, and me. 

And as I trucly fight>dcfend me hcauen. 

The trumpets found. Enter Duke of Hereford 
appellant in armour. 

Kin £ Marfball aske yonder Knight in armes. 

B 3 Both 





TheTragfdie if 

Both who he is, and why he commeth hither, 

Thusplatedin habilimentsofwarre. 

And formally according to our la we, 

Dcpofe him in the iuftice of his caufc. 

Mar. What is thy name?ind wherforc comft thou hither?- 
Before kingRichard in his royall lifts, 

Agair.ft whom conies thou? and whats thy quarrcll? 
Speakc like a true Knight, fo defend thee heauen. 

Bui. Harry of Hcrford,Lancafter andDarbic 
Am ], who ready here do ft and in Armcs 
To proue by Gods grace, and my bodies valour 
In lifts, on Thomas Mowbray Duke ofNorffolkc, 

That he is a traitour foulcand dangerous, 

To God of heauen, king Richardand tome: 

And asl truely fight, defend me heauen. 

Mar. On paine of death, no perfon be fo bold. 

Or daring, hardy, as to touch the lifter, 

Except the Marti all and fuch officers 
Appoyntcd to direff thefe faire defignes. 

Bui. Lord Martial!, let me kifle my Souereigaes hand; 
And bow my knee before his Maicftie, 

Far Mowbray and my felfe arc like two men. 

That vow a long and wearie pilgrimage. 

Then let v* take a ceremonious lcaue, 

Andlouing farewell of our feucrall friends. 

Mar. The appellant ifi allduety grretes your Highness 
And craues to kifle your hand, and take his leaue. 

King W c will dclccnd and fold him in our armcs, 

Coofin ofHerford,as thy caufc is right. 

So be thy fortune in this royall fight: 

Farewell my bloud, which if to day thou (head. 

Lament we may, butnotreuengc the dead, 

Bui. O let no ncble cie prophane a teare 
For me,ir 1 be gordc with Mowbraics fpeare : 

As confident as is the Falcons flight 
Againft a bird,do I with Mowbray fight. 

My lcuing Lord,! take my lcauc of you: 



King Hkfard thefecond \ 

Of you (my noble coufin) Lord Aumarlc, 

Not ficke although I haue to do with death. 

But lufty.vongand chccrely drawing breth: 

Loc, as at Englifh feafls fo I regreet 

The daintiefl laft.to make the end molt fweet. 

Oh thou the earthly Authourofmy bloud, 

Whofc youthful! fpiriteinmc regenerate 
Doth with a two-fold vigour lift me vp. 

To reach at Viftory aboue my head: 

Adde proofe vnto mine armour with thy prayers. 

And with thy blefsings ftcele my launces point. 

That it may enter Mowbraies waxen cote, 

Andfurbifh new' the name of Iohn a Gaunt, 

Euen in the luftie hauiour of his fonne. 

Gaunt. God in thy good caufc make thee profperous. 

Be fwiftlike lightning in the execution, 

And let thy blowes doubly redoubled, 

Fall like amazing thunder on the caske 
O: thy aduerfe peroitious enemy, 

Rowzc vp tby youthfull bloud, be valiant and liuc, 

Bui. Mine innocence and faint George to thriue, 

Mowh. How euer God or Fortune caft my lot. 

There liues or dies true to King Richards throne, 

A loyall,iuft,and vpright Gentleman: 

Neuer did captiue with a freer heart 
Caft off his cnaincs ofbondag c.and embrace 
His golden vncontrould enfranchilmenr. 

More than my dauncingfoule doth celebrate 
This feaft of battle with mine aduerfarie, 

Moft mighty Liege, and my companion Peeres, 

Take from my mouth the wifh.of happy yecrcs a 
As gentle, and as iocund as to ieft 
Go I to fight, ttuth hatha quiet breft. 

King Farewell (my Lord) fccurcly I cfpie 9 
Vertue with Valour couched in rhinc cie. 

Order the triall Martiall,and beginne. 

Mart. Harry of Herford,Lancarter and DarbyJ 

B J *cceiu« 
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The T r Age Ate of 

Rcceiuc thy launee, and God defend the right. 

Bui. Strong as a tower in hope I cry, Amen. 

Mart. Go bearc this lance to Thomas Duke of Norfolke. 

Herald Harry of Hcrford,Lancafter,and Darby 
Stands here, for God, his foueraigne ; and himfclfe, 

On paine to be found fa! fe and recreant, 

To prouctheDukeof Norfblke Thomas Mowbray 
A traitor to God.his king, and him, 

And dares him to fetforward to the fight. 

Herald 2 Here ftandeth Thomas Mowbray D. of Norfolk 
On paine to be found falfe and recreant. 

Both to defend himfelfe, and to approue 
Henry of Hereford, Lancafter, and Darby, 

To God,his foucraigne,and to him difloyall, 
Couragioufiy.and with a free defire, 

Attending but the fignall tobeginne. 

; Mart. Sound trumpets, and fet forward Combatants: 
Stay, the king hath throwen his warder downe. 

King. Let them lay by their helmets, and their fpearcs, 
And both returne backe to their chaircs againe. 

Withdraw With vs, and let the trumpets found. 

While we returne thefe dukes what we decree. 

Draw necre and lift 

What with our counfcll we haue done : 

For that our kingdomes earth fliould not be foild 
With that dearc bloud which it hath foftcred; 

And for our cies do hate the dire afpeft 

Of cruell wounds plowd vp with neighbours Cword, 

And for we thinke the Egie-winged pride 
Ofskie-afpiring and ambitious thoughts, 

With riuall hating enuy fet on you 
T o wake our peace, which in our Countries cradle 
Draw the fwcet infant breath ofgentlc flcepe. 

Which fo rouzde vp vs'ith boiftrous vntundc drummes. 
With haifh refounding trumpets dreadfull bray, 

And grating fhockcofharfh refounding armes. 

Might from our quiet confines Light fairc Peace, 
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KingKkhArdthcfecend. 

And make vs wade euen in our kinreds bloud} 
Therefore we banifh you our territories: 

You coufm Hereford vpon paine of life, 

Ti! twice fiue fummers haue enricht our held*. 

Shall not regreete our fairc dominions, 

But treade the ftranger paths of banifhment. 

Bui. Your will be done-,this muff my comfort be, 
That Sunne that warmes you hcre,fliall fhtnc on me. 
And thofehis golden beames to youhcerc lent. 

Shall point on me, and guildc my banifhment. 

King Norfol kc.for thee remaines a heauier dodrae. 
Which I with fomc vnwillingneftc pronounce, 

The file flow hourcs (hall roc determinate 
The datelcflc limite of thy decrc exile, 

The hoplcffc word of neuer to returne. 

Breathe I againft thee, vpon paine oflrfe. 

Mowb. A heauy fentence, my moft foueraigne Ljeg 
And all vnlookt for from' your Htghneflc mouth, 

A deerer merit not fo deepc a maime. 

As to be caft fo: tli in the common ay re 
Haue 1-deferuei! at vour HighncflchancU* 

The language I haue learnt thefe forty ycereSj* 

My natiue Englifh now 1 muft forgo. 

And now my tongues vfe is to me, no more 
Tbananvnftringed viollor aharpe. 

Or like a cunning infti ument cafdc vp, 

Or being open, put into his hands 
Thatknowes no touch to tune the harmonic* 

Within my mouth you haue engaold my tongue, 
Doubly pertcuhft with my teeth andlippes. 

And dull vnfceling bdrren ignorance 
Is made my Gaoler to attend on me: 

1 am too olde to fawne vpon a nurfe. 

Too tar in ycercs to be a pupill now. 

What is thy fentence but fpeechlefle death? 

Which robbes my tongue frombreathing natine breath 
King It bojtcsthee not to be compafsionatc. 
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TheTragedieof 

After our fentencc playning comes too late. 

Mow. Then thus I turnc me from my countries light, 
T o dwcl in Iblcmnc (hades of endlelfe nighr. 

King, Return? againc, and take an othe with thee. 
Lay on our royall (word your banilht hands, 

S wcare by the duty that y’owe to God, 

(Our part therein we banifh with your fclucs») 

To keepe the oath that we adminifter: 

Youneuer fhall.fo hclpe you truth and God, 

Embrace each others loue in banifhraent, 

Nor ncuer looke vpon each others face. 

Nor neuer write, regreete ,nor reconcile 
t This lowringtempeftofyour home-bred hate. 

Nor neuer byaduifcd purpofe meete, 
Toplot,contriuc»or complot any ill, 

Gainft vs, our ftatc, our fubie£b,or our land. 

Bui. Ifwearc. 

<JMow. And I, to keepe al this. 

Bui. Norffblkc, lo fare as to mine enemy t 
By this time, had the King permitted vs, 

Oncofour foulcshad wandredintheairc, 

Banilht this fraile fepulchrcof our flclh, 
Asnowourflefh isbanilht from this land, 

Confelle thy treafens ere thou flic the realme, 

Since thou half far to go, bcare not along 
T he clogging burthen of a guiltic foule. 

Mow. No Bui lingbrookc, if cuer I were traitour, 
My name be blotted from the booke oflifc, 

And I from hcauen bani/ht as from hence: 

, But what thcuartjGoe, thou, and I, do know. 

And al too foone(l feare) the King lhall re w: 

Farewell (my Liege) now no way can I (fray, 
Saucbackc to England al the worlds my way. 1 

King. Vncle.eucn in the glafles of thine eyes, 

I fee thy gricucd heart : thv lad alpeft 
Hath from the number of his banilht yeeres 
Pluckt fourc away, fixe frozen winters Ipcnt, 
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King Richard the fecond. 

Returne with welcome home frombanifhment. 

Bull. How longtime lies in one little wertf, 

Foure lagging winters and fourc wanton fpringes, 

End in a word.fuch is the Breath of Kingcs. 

Gaunt. Tthankc my liege that in regard of me, 

He fhortens fourc yeares ofmy fonnes exiley 
But little vantage (hall I reape thereby: 

For care the fixe ycares that he hath to fpend 
Canchange their moones,and bring their times abo 
My oile-dricd iampe.and time bewafted light' ■ : . ^ 

Shall be extint withiigeand endleffe nighces, * 

My intch of taper will be burnt and done, 

And blindfold Death not let me fee my fonne. 

King: Why Vnckle thou haft many yeares to Hue. 

Gaunt:. But not a minute King that thou can ft giue. 

Shorten my daiesthoucanft with fullen foirowe. 

And plucke nights from mc.but not lend a morrow". 

Thou canft helpe time to furrow me with age, 

But ftoppe no wrinckle in his pilgrimage: 

Thy word is currant with him for my death. 

But dead, thy kingdome cannot buy my breath. 

King. Thy fonne isbanilht vpon good aduife. 

Whereto thy tong a party verdift gaue, 

Why at our iuftice ieemft thou then to lowre? 

Gaunt. T hings Iweet to tafte, prooue in digeftion fowrc. 
You vrgdc me as a iudge, but I had rather, 

You would haue bid me argue like a father: 

Oh had’t beene a ftrangcr, not my child, 

To fmoqth his fault I fhould haue beene more mildet 
A partial (launder fought 1 to auoide. 

And in the fentencc my owne life deftroyed: 

Alas,l k>okt when feme of you ihould fav, 

I was too fti iff to make mine owne away: 

But you gaue loaue tO my vnwilling tongue, 

Againft my will to do my felfe this wrong. 

King, Coolcn fare wfc'l, and Vnckle, bid him fo, 

Sixe yeares vve banifh him and he fhallgo,^ "Exit, 

C A** 
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Cofin fare wcl.what pi cfcncc mud not know* 

From where you doe remame let paper fliew. ' 

Mar, My Lord, no Icaue take 1, for t will ride 
As farre as land will let me by your fide. 

Gaunt. Oh to whatpurpofe doeft thou hoard thy words. 
That thou returned no greeting tp thy friends? 

Bull. 1 haue too few to take my leaue of you. 

When the tongues office Ihould lje prodigall* 

T o breathe the aboundant dolor iff the heart. 

Gaunt. Thy griefe is but thy ablence for a time. 

Bull. Ioy abfent, griefe is prefent for that time. 

Gaunt. What is fixe winters?they arc quickly gone, 

Bui. T o men in ioy, but griefe makes one hower ten. 
Gam. Call it a trauailc that thou takft for plcafure* 

Sul. My heart will figh when I mifcall itfo* 

Which findes it an info: ccd pilgrimage. 

Gdun. The fallen paflage of thy weary flcps* 

Eftcemc as foy le w herein thou art to fer. 

The prefious Jewell of thy home rcturne. 

Bui. Nay rather euery tedious ftride I make. 

Will but remember me what a deale of world; 

1 wander from the Jewels that I loue. 

Mu ft I not feme a long apprcntilhood, 

T o forreine palTage s, and in the end, 

Haurng my frccdomc, boaft of nothing clfe. 

But that I wasa iourneyman to griefe, 

Goan. All places that thecic of heauen vifits, 

Are toa wifeman poites and happiy hauens; 

Teach tf>y necefsity to reafbn thus. 

There is no vertue like neccfsit)', 

Thinke not the King did banifh thee* 1 

But thou the King 1 . Woe doth the heauier fit,‘ 

Where it perceiues it is but faintly borne: 

Go,fayl fer.t the c foorth to purchalc honour* 

And not the King exilde thee; or luppofe* 

Dcuouring pelf i lencc hangs in our arre. 

And thouai t flying toafrcfiier chmts 

L - Look* 
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■ the fiend. 

The!owers,faire Ladies, and thy ftcps,no more 
Then a delightfall meafure or a dance, 

Foitnarlingforrow hath Iptfe power tobitc, 

Min that mocks at it, and fets it fight. 

Bui. Oh who can bold a tier in his hand. 

By thinking on the frofty Caucafusf 
Or cloy the huogry edge of appetite. 

By bare imagination ofa fealt? 

Or wallow naked in December fnow. 

By thinking on fantafticke fommers hcate . . 

Oh no, the apprehenfion of the good* 

Giucs butthe greater feeling to the worfe: 

Fell forrowes tooth dothneuer ranckle more, 

Then when he bites, but launccth not the foarc* 

Gdun. Come come my fonne lie bring thee on thy way. 
Had I thy ycUth andcaufcT would not (fay. 

Bui. Then Englands ground farewell, fweet foile adiew. 
My mother and my tiurfc that beares me yet* 

Where eare I wander boaft of this I can. 

Though banifht.yet a true borne Englifh man, Exeunt. 

Enter the Kin£tHtbBuJhie,&c at ent lore } and the 
Leri^iumdrle at dnother . 

King Wedid obferue. Coofen Aumarle, 

How tar brought you high Hereford on his way? 

*ium. 1 brought high Herford, if-you call him fo» 

But to the next high way, and there 1 left him. 

King A nd fay, what ftorc of patting teares were fhed? 
jium. Faith none for me, except the Northcaft windc, 
Which then blew bitterly again!! our faces, 

Awakt the fleeping rhewme, and fo by chance 
Did grace out hollow patting with a teare. 

C a ^*1 
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King WhattfeicbHr .] 

•atum. Farewei, & for my hart chfdaine'd that my tongue 

Should fo pro, ubaneth? word that taught me craft, ° .. 

T o couutcrfaute oppre fsion of fueli griefe, 

That wordssfeemchl^uried m'myforrowes graue: 

, Marry would the wor^Lfaiiw* 1 hauc lengthued holers. 
And added yeare s tb his ihort bamfhmenr, 

He ihould haue hadtivolumeof farewijs; 

But fincc it would not ( he had none of xnei 
King. He is our Codferis Cooiiu, but tiidoubt, : j 

W hen time fhall call himltomcfrom bamfhment, . ! •« 

Whetherc.ur kin liman cometo fee bis friends. * 

Oqr felfeand Bufhic, 

Obferued hisfourtfihp to the common people. 

How he did feeme to diue into their, harts, 

With humble andfannhar.ccuttefie* . i. 

What reueieiKC he did throwaway on flaues> 
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And patient vndirr -bearing of his fortune* 

As t were to barifh their affcfls with him. 

Off goes his-bonnetitban oyffcrweneh, f i r 

A brace ofdrairflen bid, God fpeedhim wel, , 

And had the tribute of his lupple knee. 

With th&nkes my countreymen my louingfriendes* 

As were our England in reuerfion his. 

And heout:fubi«ffs Bexddj^fce.inhbpt. i .V. 

Cr cent. We I , h e%\goney and w it hhim go thefe thoughts. 
Now for the rebels which f!atrd out in Ireland, 

Expedient mannage muflbe made nry liege* i 
Ere further leyfure yeeld them further mcanes* 

For thciraduantage-and yourhighnesiofle. 

King. V V eWlllour Idfc inper/cntothis warre, 

And 1 of ©Ur coffers With te© greats Ittwrtj, 

Arid libera! Marges are gro wen fame what light, 

We are mforfi: to farm our royall Realme* 

The reuene tv vvhereof IhaMfurmfh vs, 

For our alfairesifthaddafthatxoms^hort^^ .a 
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King Richard the fee cm. 

Ourfubftitutesathome lhall haueblanke charters,. 
Whereto, when they Aral know what naen are rich* 

They Ihal fubferibe them for large fummes of gold, 

Add fend them after to fupply our wants, 
for wc will make for Ireland prefently. 

Enter Eu(bie "COith nerves. 

Bufh. Olde Iphn of Gaunt is grieuous ficke my Lord 
Sodainely taken, and hath fent port hade. 

To intreateyour Maieftie to vifitc him. :•*<■ ■ 

King Where lies he? 

"‘Bufb. AtElyhoufe. 

King Now put it (God) in the Phyfitions mind, 
Tohclphitu to his graue immediatly: 

The lining of his coffers fhall nuke coateS 
To decke ourlouldiers forthefe Irilh warres. 

Come gentlemen,!cts all govifite him, 

Pray God vve may make hafte and come too late, 

Amen Exeunt. 

Enter Iphn of Gaunt ftcke.nith the dukeofYorke&e. 

Gaunt, Wil the King come that 1 may breathe my laftf 
In holfome courif&jl tohis vnftaied youth. 

Torke Vexnct your felfcnorftriue not with your breath, 
For all in vaine comes counfell to his care;, 

Gaunt. Oh but they fay, the tongues of dying men, 
lnforce attention like dee pe harmony: 

Where words are fcarce they are fetdome fpent in vaine. 

For they breathe truth that breathe their wordesin paines 
He that nomoremulf fay, is liftened more 
fhan they whom youth and eafe haue taught to glofe, 
More are mens ends cnarktthan their liues before: 

The fetting Sunne,and Mufike at the clofe, 

Asthe laftrafteoffweetes isfweeteftlafl’, 

Writ in remembrance more than things long pad, 

Though Richard my hues counfell would not heart, 

My deaths lad tale may yet vndeafe his eat c. 

Tori(C No* it is ftopt with other flattering founder 

c s 
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As praifesofwhcfe taftc the wife are found 
Lalciuious roceters, to whofe venome found 
The opep eare ofyouth doth alwayes hften* 

Report of fafhions in proude Italic, 

Whofe maners ft ill our tardy apilh nation 
Limps after in bafe imitation: 

Where doth the world thruft forth a vanitie* 

So it be new,theres no refpeft how vile, 

1 hat is not quickly buzdt into his earesf 
Then all too latecomer Counfelt to be heard* 

Where willdoth mutiny with wits regard: 

Dire£f not him whpfe way himfolfe wil chufe* 

Tis breath thou lackft,and that breath wilt thou loofc 
Gaunt Mcthinkcs lama prophet new infpirdc* 
And thus expiring do foretell of him. 

His rafti fierce blaze of ryot cannot laft: 

For violent fires (bone burne out thcmfelues* 

Small (houreslaft long, but fodainc ftormes are fhort: 
He tires betimes that fpurs too faft betimes 
With eagre feeding foode doth choke the feeder. 
Light vanitie infatiate cormorant* 

Confuming meaner foone praiesvponit felfe: 

This royall throne of Kings* this foeptred lie* 
Thisearthofmaieftic, this featc of Mars, 

This other Eden, demy Paradice* 

This fortreffe built by Nature for her felfe, 

Againft infeftion and the hand of war re, 

' This happy breede of men, this little world. 

This precious ftone fet in the filuerfca, 

Which ferues it in the office ofa wall. 

Or as moate defenfiue to a houfe, 

Againft the enuie of lefle happier lands. 

This blcflcd plot, this earth,tl)is realme.this England, 
T his nurfe, this teeming wombe of royall Kings, 
Feard by their breed, and famous by theyr byrtb, 
Renowned for theyr deedcs as far from home* 

For chriftian feruicc,and tiuc chiualry, 
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As is the fepulchie in flubburne Iewry, 

Of the worlds pmfome blefled Maries fonne: 

This land of fuch dearc foulcs,this dccre deere land, 

Deare for her reputation through the world, 

Is now leafde out ; 1 dye pronouncing it* 

Like to a tenement or poking Farme. 

England bound in with the triumphant fea* 

Whofe rockic ftioare beates b.ickc the enuious fiege 
Of watry Neptune, is now bound in with fharnc. 

With inckie blots, and rotten parchment bonds: 

That England that was wont to conquer others. 

Hath made a fhamefull corq icft of it tclfc: 

Ah would the (candall vanilh with my life. 

How happy then were my enfuing death) 

York* The King is couie, dealemildely with hi* youth, 
For young hot colts being ragde, do rage the more. 



Enter king ani Queent.&c. 

Qufene How fares out noble vncle Lancaftcr? 

King Whai comfort man? how 1 ft with aged Gaunt? 
Gaunt O liow that name befits my compofitionl 
Old Gaunt indeede.and gaunt in being oldc: 

Within me Griefe hath kept a tedious faft. 

And whoabftaines frommeate that is not gaunt? 

For fleeping England long time haue I watchr, * 

Watching breeder lcancncflc,lcanenefle is all gauntt 

The plealure thatfome fathersfeede vpon 
Is my ftrift faft; I meanc my childrens lookes, 

And therein falling haft thou made me gaunt: 

Gaunt am I for the grauc, gaunt as a graue, 

Whofe hollow wombe inherites naught butbones* 

King Can ficke men play fo nice ly with their names? 
Gaunt No nailery makes fport to mockc it felfe. 
Since thou doft fccke to kill my name in me, 

1 mocke my namc(grcat King) ro flatter thee. - 
King Should dying men flatter with thofe that liuc? 
Gaunt No no, men liuing flatter thofc that die. 

King 

■ ‘ ■ • 




Thttr/fgedit of ^ 

King, Thou now a dying fayefttfiou flattereftme. 

Gaunt, Oh no, thoudieft,thoughIthefickcrbe. 

King. l am in health, I breathe, and fee thee ill. 

Gaunt. Now he that made me knowes I fee thee ill* 

111 in my fclfe to fee, and in thee, feeing ill. 

Thy death-bed is no letter than thy land. 

W herein thou liett in reputation ficlce, 

And thou too carclefle pacient as thou art 
Commitft thy annoynted body to the cure 
Of thofe Phyfitions that firfl: wounded thee. 

A thoufand flatterers fit within thy Crowne, 

Whofe compatte is no bigger than thy head. 

And yet imaged in fb fmall a verge, 

The watte is no whitleflcr than thy land: 

Oh had thy grandfire with a Prophets eie, 

Seene how hisfonnes fonne/hould deftroy his fonnes* 

From forth thy reach he would haue laid thy fhame, 
Depofingthee before thou wert pofleft, 

Which art pofleft now to depofe thy fclfe: 

Why coufin wert thou regent of the world. 

It were a fhame to let this land by leafe: 

But for thy world enioying but' this land, 

Is it not more than fhame to fhame it; fo? 

Landlord of England art thou now* not, nOtKing, ' 

Thy ftate oflawe is bondflaue to the lawe, 

And thou 

King. A lunatikeleane-vsittedfoole, 

Prefuming on an agues prim ledge, 

Dareft with thy frozen admonition 
Make pale our checke, chafing the royall blcud 
With furie.from lnsnatiue refidcnce. 

Now by my feates right royall maieftie, 

W ert thou not brother to great Ed wards fonne, 

This tong that runnes fo roundly in thy head. 

Should runne thy head H orn thy vnreuerent fhoulders. 
Gaunt Oh fpare me not my brothers Edwards foyne, 

Fot that I was his father Edwards fonne. 

That 
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King Richard thefecond, 

Thatbloud alreadylike the Pellican, 

Haft thou tapt out and drunkcnly carowft, 

My brother Glocefter plaine well meaning foule, 
Whom faire befall in heauen mongft happy foulcs, 
Maiebe a prefidentand witnesgood: 

That thGurcfpeftft not fpilling Edwards bloud: 

Ioine with the prefent fickncs that I haue, 

And thy vnkindnes be like crooked age. 

To crop at once a too long withered flower, 

Liueinthy fhame, but die not fhame with thee, 

Thefe words hereafter thy tormentors be, 

Convay me to my bed then to my graue, 

Loue they to line that louc and honour haue. 

Exit. 



King And let them die that age and fullenshaue, 

For both haft chou,and both become the graue, 

Torke I doe befecch your Maiefty, impute his words 
To waiward ficklines and age in him, 

He loucs you on roy life, and holdes you deere. 

As Harry Duke of Hereford were he here. 

King Righnyou fay true, as Hetcfords loue,fo his 
As theirs, fo mine, and all be as it is, (ieftie 

T^orth, Myliegc»oldGauutcommendshim toyourMa 
King Whatfaieshe? 

orlh. Nay nothing, all is faid: 

His tongue is now a ftringlefle inftrument, 

Words, life, and al, old Lancafter hath fpent, 

Yorkt Be Yoike the nextf that muft be bankrout fo. 
Though deathbe poorest ends a mortall wo. 

King The ripeft fruit firft fals,and fb doth he. 

His time is fpent, our pilgrimage muft be; 

So much for that. Now for onr Irifh wars, 

We muft fupplant thofe rough rugheaded kernes, 

YV hich liue like venome, where no venome elfe, 

Butonely they haue priuiledge to liue. 

And for thefe great affaires do askc fonae charge, 

Toward* our afsiftancc wc doe feaze to vs: 
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TheTragectict 

The plate, coine. reuencwes,and tnoueabfes 
Whereof our Vnckle Gaunt did ftand pofleft. 

^ Yorl>e How long fhal I be patient? ah how long 
Shali tender duty make me fuffer wrong? 

Not Gloccftets death, nor Hcrcfords bamin 
Nor Gauntcs rebukes, nor Englands priuate 
Nor the preuention of poore Bullingbrooke, 
About his mariadge,norniy owne difgracc, 

Haue eucrmade me fowermy patient cheeke. 

Or bende one wrrnckle on my foucraignes facet 
lam the laft of noble Edwards fonnes. 

Of whom thy father Prince of Wales was 
In wan e was neucr Lyon ragde more here. 

In peace was neuer gentle lambe more milde, 
Then was that young and princely Gentleman; 
His face thou halhforeuenfo lookthes 
Accompli/ht w ith a number of thy howerj: 

But when he frowned it was agamft the 
A.ndnot againft his friends: his noble hand 
Did w in what he did fpende, and fpent not th 
Which Iiis triumphant fathers hand had wonnes 
His hands were guilty of no kinred blond,, 

But bloudie with the enemies of hiskinne: 

Oh Richard; Yorkc is too far gone 
Or elfe he neuer would compare 
King Why Vnckle whats the 
Yo ike Oh my liege, pardone me if 
I f not I pleafd not to be pardoned,am co 
Scekc you to feaze and gripe into your hands 
Y he roialtie sand rights of baniflit Hereford: 

Is not Gaunt dead? and doth not Hereford hue f 
Was not Gaunt iufl ? and is not Harrie true? 

Did not the one deferue to haue an heire? 

Is notliis heireawcll deferuingfonne? 

T ake Hcrefordes rightes away, and take from time 
His charters, and his cuftomarie rightes ; 

Let not to morrow then enlueto dale: 

JBc not thy felfc . For ho w ait thou a King 
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K'tH£ Richtrlthe/ectHtf. 

But by Eilre fcquenceand fuccefsion? 

Now afore God God forbidde I fay true, 

If you doe wrongfully feaze Hcrcfords rightes* 

Call in the letters patents that he hath 
By his attourneies generall to fue 
His liuery,and deny h is offfed homage. 

You plucke a thoufand dangers on your head, 

You loofc a thoufand well difpoled hearts. 

And prickc my tender patience to thofc thoughts. 

Which honour,and alleageance cannot thinkc. 

King Thinke what you wil, we ceafe i nto our hands 
His plate, his goods, his money and his landcs. 

Yorke He not be by the while, my liege farewell. 

What will enfuc hereof thers none can tell: 

Butbybadcourfesmaybe vnderftood 

That their euents can neuer fall out good. Exit. 

King Go Bufhie to the Earle of Wiltshire ftraight. 

Bid him repairc to vs to Ely houfe, 

To fee this bufines: to morrow next 
We will for Ireland<and tis tim c I trow, 

And we create inabfence of our felfe, 

Our Vnckle Yorkc Lord gouernour of England* 

For he is iuft,and alwaies loued vs well: 

Come on our Qucene, to morrow muft we part. 

Be me rry, for our time of ftaie is fhort. 

Exeunt King uniQueene : M<inet North. 
Worth. Well Lords, the Duke of Lancalter is dead. 

K?[fe And liuingto,for now his fonne is Duke. 

» Will. Barely in title, not in reuenewes. 

North. Richly in both if iuftice had her right, 

Kpffe My heart is greac,but it muft breake with filence. 

Ear t be disburdened with a liberall tongue, 

North. Nay fpcake thy mind,& let him rere fpeak e more 
That fpcakes. thy wordsagaine to doe thee harme. (ford? 

W it. T ends that thou wouldft fpcake to the Duke of Her* 
If it be fo,out with it boldly man. 

Qoicke is mine care to heate of good towards him. 

Pi *# 




The Tragcdteof 

Roffe No good at all that I can doe for him, 

Vnleffe you call it good topitty him. 

Bereft, and gelded of his patrimony. 

North. Now afore God tis ftmme fuch wrongs arc borne 3 
In him a royall Prince and many mo, 

Ofnoble blond in this declining land. 

The King is not himfelfe, but bafely led 
By flatterers,and what they will informe, 

Mcerely in hate gainft any of vs all, 

That will the King feuercly profecute, 

Gainft vs, our hues, our children, and our heires. 

Roffe The commons hath he pild with grieuous taxes, 
And quite loft their hearts. The nobles hath he find®, 

For ancient quarrels and quite loft their hearts, 

Witte. And daily new exactions are deuifdc. 

As blanches, beneuolences, and I wot not what: 

But what a Gods name doth become of this? 

N(orth. Wars hath not wafted it, for warrde he hath not, 
But bafely yeelded vpon compromife. 

That which his noble aunceftors atchiued with blowes. 
More hath he fpent in peace then they in wars. 

Roffe The Earle of Wiltfhire hath the realme in fernre. 



Will. 



The King growen banclcront like a broken man, 



'£{orth. Reproch and diflblution hangeth ouer him. 

"Rofie He hath not money for thefe Irifhwars, 

His buvthenous taxations notwithftanding, 

But by the robbing ofthe banifht Duke. 

T^orth. His noble kinfmaniiioft degenerate King, 

But Lords we hearethis fearefull tempeft fing. 

Yet fecke nofhelterto auoid the ftorme: 

We fee.the wind fit fore vpon cUr fades. 

And yet we ftrike not, but fecurely perifh. 

Rpjfe W e fee the very wracke that w e muft fuffe r. 

And voauoided is the danger now 
For fufferingfo thecaufesofour wracke. 

North. Not fo,euen through the hollow eies of death, 

I fpie life pee ring bu t I dare not fay, 

' How 



King Richard the 
How neere the tidings of our comfort »»• , 

Wil Nay let vs Ihare thy thoughts as thou ooft ours. 

Ko j?e Be confident to fpeake Northumberland 
We three are but thy felfe, and fpeakmg fo 
Thy words are butas thoughts, therefore be bold. 

North. Then thus,I hauc from le Port Blan 
A Bay in Brittaine receiudc intelligence. 

That Harry duke of Herford* Rainold L.Cobham 
That late broke from the Duke of Exeter 
His brother, archbiftiop late ofCanterbune, 

Sir Thomas Erpingham, fir Iohn Ramfton, 

Sir IohnNorbery, fir Robert Waterloo, and Francis Comes; 
All thefe well funufhed by the Duke of Brittaine 
With eighttall fhippes, three thoufand men or warre, 

Are making hither with all due expedience. 

And fhortly meane to touch our Nortnernc ihore. 

Perhaps they had ere this, but that they ftay 
The^rft departiagof the King for Ireland. 

Ifthen we fhall (hake off our flauifh yoke, 

Impc out our drowping countries broken wing, 

Redeeme from Broking pawne the blemiftit Crowne, • 
Wipe off the dull that hides our Scepters guilt. 

And make high Maieftie looke like it felfe. 

Away with me in poft to Rauenfpurgh: 

But ifyou faint, as fearing todofo, 

Stay.nnd be fecretjand my felfe will go. 

Hofie To horfe,to horfe, vrge doubts to them that rearc, 
axillo. Holde out my horfe, and I will firft be there. 

Exeunt. 

Enter the Queentfinfhie.Bagot. 

Bulb. Madam, your maieftie is too much fad, 

You promift, when you parted with theKir.g, . 

To lay afide life-harming heauines, 

Andentertaine a cheerefull difpofition. 

Queene To pleafe the king I did, to pleafe my felfe 
I cannot do itj-yet I know no caufe 
Why I ftiould welcome fuch a guefl: as Gricfc,- 
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Sauc bidding (arcwell to f© fweete a gueft, 

As my fweete Richard : yet agaync me thinkes 
Some vnborne forrow ripe in Femmes vvombe* 

Is comm ng towardcs me and my inward foule. 

With nothing trembles, at Ibmething it grieucs. 

More then with parting from my Lord the King. 

Bufhie Eachfubftancc ofagricfehatli twenty ihadoweft 
Which (hew es like griefc it fclfe,but is not fo: 

For Sorrowes eyes glazed with blinding tea res, 

D'.uides one thing entire to many obielts. 

Like perfpe£hues, which rightly g-zdevpon 
Shew nothing but confufion;eydc awry, 

Diftinguifti forme : fo your fweet maicftie. 

Looking awry vpon your Lords departure. 

Findc (hapes of griefc more than himfelfc to waile. 

Which lookt on as it is, is naught but ihadows 
Of what it is not; then thrice (gracious Quecne) 

More then your Lords departure weep not, more is nor-fee® 
Or if it be, Cis with falfe Sorrowes eye. 

Which for things true.weepes things impginarie. 

q Keene It may be fo; but yet my inward foule 
Periwadcs me it is otherwife : how ere it be, 

I cannot but be (ad : fo hcauic fad. 

As thought on thinking on no thought I thinke. 

Makes me with heauy nothing faint and (hrinke. 

Baft. Tis nothing but conceit my gratious Lady. 

Qaerije T is nothing lefle : conceit is (fill dcriude. 

From fome forefather griefe, mine is not (<?, 

For nothing hath begot my fomething griefc. 

Or fomething hath the nothing that I grieue, 

Tis in rcuerfion that 1 do poflefle. 

But what it is that is not yet knowen what, 

| cannot name, tis name lefle woe I wot. 

Greene God fauc your maiefty.and wellmet Gentlcmca, 
I hope the King is not yet fliipt for Ireland. 

q ueene Why hope ft thou fo? tis better hope he is, 

For hisdefignes crauc hafte,his hafte good hope: 

Then wherefore doll thou hope he is not fliipt? Greene 



King Richard the fecend. 

Greene That he our hope might haucretirde his power, ' 
And dr iuen into defpaire an enemies hope, 

Who ftrongly hath fetfootingin this lands 
The baniflu Bullingbrooke repeal es himfelfc. 

And with vplifted armes is fafe ariude at Rauenfpurgh. 
Qneene Now God in heauen forbid. 

Greene Ah Madam! tis too true, and that is worfc: 

The lord Northumberland, hisfon yong H.Pcrcie, 

The lords of Rcfle.Beaumond, and Willoughby, 

With all their powerful friends are fled to him. 

Eujb. Why hauc you not proclaimd Northumberland 
And al the reft rcuolted faftion, traitours? 

Greene We hauc, whereupon the earle of W orceftcr 
Hath broken his Staffe, refignd his Steward/hip, 

And al the houfhold feruants fled with him to Bullingbrook 
Queene So Greene, thou art the midwife to my woe. 

And Bullingbrooke my forowes difmall heirc, . 

Now hath my foule brought forth her predigie, 

And I a gafping new deliuei d mother, 

Haue woe to woe,forow to fo; ow ioynde 
Bujbie Difpaire not Madam. 

Queen c W ho (hall hinder me? 

I will difpaire and beat enmitie 
With coufcning Hope, he is a flatterer, 

Aparafite, akeeper backe of Death, 

Who gently would difloluc the bands of life. 

Which falfe Hope lingers in extremitie. 

Greene Here comes the Duke of Yotke. 

Queene With fignes of war about his agcdneckc, 

Oh ful ofcarefull bufines are his looker! 

V ncle, for Gods fa ke fpeake com fortable wordes. 

Yorke Should 1 do fo I fhould beiy my thoughts, 
Comfort’s in heauen, and we are on the earth. 

Where nothing Hues butcrofles,carcs and griefe: 

Y our husband, he is gone to fauc for off. 

Win 1ft others come to make him loofc at horns: 

Hcerc am I left to vnderprop his land. 

Who 
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Who weake with age cannot fupport my felfe. 

Now comes the ficke houre that his furfet made, 

Now {ball he trie his friends that flatterd him; 

Seruingman My Lord, your fon was gone before I camel 
Yorks He wav, why fo go all which way it will: 

The nobles they are fled, the commons they are colde, 

And will (Ifearel reuolton Hereford* fide. 

Sirra.gct thee to Plalhie to my fitter Glocefter, 

Bid her fend me prefently a thoufand pound. 

Hold take my ring. t 

Seruingmdn My Lord, I had forgot to tel your Lordlhipj 
To day as I came by I called there. 

But I lhall grieuc you to report the reft. 

York* Whatiftknaue? 

Seruingmdn An houre before I came the Dutchefle died 
Y orke God for his mercy, what a tide of woes 
Comes rulhing on this wof ull land at onccl • 

1 know not what to do * l would to God, 

(So my vnttuth had not prouokthim to it) 

The King had cut off my head with my brothers. 

What are there no Ports difpatcht for Ireland? 

How Ural we do for money for thefe wars? 

Come filter, coufin I would fay, pray pardon me: 

Go fellow get thee home, prouide fomc cartes, 

And bring away the armour that is there. 

Gentlemen, will you go mufter men? 

If I know how or which way to order thefe affayres 
Thus diforderly thruft into my hands, 

Neuer belcc ue me : both are my kinfraen. 

Tone is my foueraigne, whom both my oath 

And duety bids defend; tother againc 

Is my landman, whom- the King bath wrongd, 

Whom confcience.and my kimedbids to right. 

Wei fomewhat we mult do : Come coufin, 

lie difpofe of you: Gentlememgo mpfter vp your men, 

And mtere me prefently at Bat kly: 

1 fhould to Piaibie teo,but time vvil pat permit;- A , 




^ ' King Richard the Jeconi. 

All is vaeuen, and cuery thing is left at fixe and feauen. 

Exeunt Dukc.Qumdn.Bufl. Green , 
Bufb. The winde fits fairc for newes to go for Ireland, 
But none returner. For vs to leuie power 
Proportionable to the enemy is all vnpofsible. 

Gref. Befides our nccrenes to the King in loue, 
Isnearethe hateofthofe loue notthcICing. 

Bdg. And that is the wauering commons,for their loue 
Lies in their purfes, and whofo empties them, 

By fo much fils their hearts with deadly hate. 

Wherein the King (lands generally ccndetnnd, 

Bdg . If iudgment liein them, then fo do we, 

Becaufe we euer haue bcene ncere the King. 

Gree. Weill will for refuge ftraight to Britt. Caftle. 

The Earleof Wilt (hire is already there. 

Bujh. Thither will I with you.for little office 
Will the hatefull commons perfourme forvs. 

Except like curs to teare vs all to pieces: 



Farewell if hearts prefagesbe not vaine, 

Wc three here part that ncre lhall mcete againe, 

Bujh. Thats as T(orke thriues to beat backe Bullingbrook, 
Gree. Alas poore Duke the taske he vndertakes. 

Is numbring kinds, and drinking Oceansdrie, 

Where one on his fide fights, thoulands will flic: 

Fare well at once,for once, for all, and euer, 

Bujb. Well, wc may mecteagaine. 

Bdg. I fcare me neuer. 

Enter Hereford, 7{or thumper Uni. 

Bull. How far is it my Lord to Barckly now? 

'i^orth. Beleeue me noble Lord, 
lam a ftrangcr here in GJoceftcrfhire, 

Thefe high wild hilsandrough vneuen wales, 

Drawes out our miles and makesthem wcarilbme* 

And yet your fait e difeourfe hath bcene as fugar, 

Making the hard way fwcete and dc lettable. 
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But I bethinke me what a weary way 
From Rauenfpurgh to Coifiiall will be found. 

In RolTe and Willoughby wanting your company. 

Which 1 proteft hath very much beguild. 

The tedioufneflc and proccfTe of my trauellt 
But theirs is flveetned with the hope to haue 
The prefent benefit which I pc flefl’c* 

And hope to ioy is little lcffe m ioyc» 

Then hope enioyed: by this the weaty Lords 
Shall make their way leeme fhort as mine hath done, 

By fight of what I haue, your noble company. 

Butt, Ofmuchlelle value is my company. 

Then your good wordes.But who comes here? 

"Enter Harry Per fie, 

N orth. It is my (onne young Harry Perfy, 

Sent from my brother Worceller whence Joeucr. 

Harry, how fares your Vnckle ? (of you, 

II. Ter . I had thought my Lord to haue learned his health 

"North. Why is he not with the Qtieene? 

H.Ter. No my good Lord,hc hath for fooke the courts 
Broken his fhffe of office and difpei ft 
The houlhold oftlie King, 

T^orth. What was h is reafonjhe was not fo rc folude, 
When laft we fpakc togither? 

H Ter. Becaufe your Lotvvas proclaimed traitor, 

But he my Loris gone to Rauenfpurgh. 

To offer feruice to the Duke. of Hereford, 

And lent me ouer by Barckly to difeouer, 

What power the Duke of Yorke had leuied there, 

Then with directions to repaire to Rauenfpurgh, 

North. Haue you forgot the Duke of Hcrefords boy? 

II, Ter. No my good Lo: for that is not forgot, 

Which nere I did remember, to my knowledge 
I heuer in my life did lookeon him, 

T^orth. Then learne toJcnow him now, thisis the Duke. 

H .Ter. My grati ous Lor I tender you my feruice, 

Such as it is, being tender, raw, and young* 

W hich elder daies ihal ripen and confirme To 
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King Rkh/tri tbefeconi. 

To more approued feruice and defert. 

Bulh Ithankc thee gentle Perly, andbefure* 

1 count my felfe in nothing clfe fo happy. 

As in a foulc remembring my good friends* 

And as my fortune ripens with thy louc, 

It fhalbcftill thy true lours recompence. 

My heart this couenant makes, my hand thus feales it, 

NorrA, Howfarreisit to Barckly, and what Ilur 
Kcepcsgood old Yorke there with his men of war? 

H.Ter, There ftands the Caftle by yon tuft of trees* 

Mand with 300. men as I haue heard. 

And in it are the Lords of Yorke Barkly and Seymer* 

None elfe of name and noble eftimate. 

T^orth, Here come the Lords of Roffc and W illoughby , 
Bloudy with fpurring, fiery red with hafte. 

Bull, Welcome my Lords, I wot your louepurfucs, 

A banifht traitor: all my treafury 

Is yet but vnfclt thanks. which more inricht* 

Shalbe your loue and labours recompence. 

tiofi e Your prefence makes vs rich, moft noble Lord. 

Will And far furmounts our labour to attaine it. 

Bui, Euermore thanked the exchequer of the poore* 
Which till my infant fortune comes to yeares. 

Stands for my bounty: but who comes here? 

North. It is my Lord of Barkly as I gueflc. 

Barkly My Lord of Hereford my meflage is to you. 

Bui. My Lord my anfwere is to Lancafter, 

And I am come to fecke that name in England, 

And I muff find that title in your tongue, 

Before T make reply toougheyou fay* 

B*r, Miftakc me not my Lord.tis not my meaning, 

To race one title of your honor put: 

To you my Lo:! come, what Lo: you will* 

From the moft gratious regent of this land 
The Duke of Yorke:toknow what prickesyou on. 

To take aduantage of theabfent time, 

And fright our natiue peace with felfe borne armes? 

E 2 Bui. I 



ThcTrageiietf 

'Bull, I (halt not need transport my words by you, 

Here comes his grace in perfon,my noble Vncklc'* 

Torke Shew me thy humble heart, and not thy knee, 
Whofe duety is deceiueable and fatfe. 

Bull, My grafious Vncklc. 

Tor. Tut tut, grace me no grace, nor vncklc me no vncklc 
I am no traitors Vnckle , and that word ©race 
In an vngratious mouth is but prophane: 

Why hauc thofc banilht and forbidden legs, 

Dard once to touch a duff of England* ground: 
Futthenmore why? why hauc they dard to march 
So many miles vpon her pcacefull bofomc. 

Frighting her pale fac’t villadgeswith warre. 

And offentation of defpifcd armes? 

Comftthou becaufc the attnoi nted king is hence? 

Why fooliflvboy the King is left behinde. 

And in my loiall bofome lies his power. 

Were I but now Lord of fuch hot youth,. 

As when braue Gaunt thy father and my fc/fe, 

Refcucd the blackc prince that young Mars of men#. 
Fromforth the ranckcs of many thoufand french,, * 

G then how quickly fhould this arme of mine, 

Now prifoncr to the Palfie chaffife thee, 

And mini ft er correction to thy fault! 

Bull. My gratious Vnckle let me know my fault,. 

On what condition (lands it and. wherein? 

Tork* Euen in condition ofthc worft degree,. 

Ingrofle rebcllionand detelled-treafon. 

Thou art a banifhtman and here art come. 

Before the e*xpi ration of thy time. 

In trailing armes againfl thy foueraigne. 

’Bull. As T was banifht,! was bani fht Hereford,; 

But as I come, I come for Lahcaffer. 

And noble Vnckle I befecch your grace, 

Looke on my wrongs with an indifferent cicr 
You are my father, for me thinkes in you 
Jfec old Gauntaliuc. Oh thenmy father. 

Will 



King Ikhdrdthfmftd. 

Will yeU permit that I iball (land condemnd 
A wandering' vagabond, my rights and royalties 
Pluckrfrom my arracspcrforcej and giuenaway 
To vpflart vnthriftsf wherefore was I borne? 

If that my coufin King be King in England, 

It mull be granted I am duke of Lancaftcr: 

You haue a fonne, iLumerlc, my noble coufin, 

Hadyou firft died, and he bin thus trod downc. 

He fhould haue found his vnfclc Gaunt a father. 

To rowzchis wrongs and chafe them to the bale, 
jam denyed to fue my Liuery here. 

And yet my letters patterns giue me leaue; 

My fathers goods are all diffraiodc and fold, 

And thefe, and all, are all araiffc employed. 

What would you jiaue me do# lama fubieftj 
And 1 challenge law, Atturnies are denied me. 

And therefore pcrfonally I lay ray claime 
To my inheritance office defeent. 

North. The noble Duke hath bin too much abufod. 

Bjfie It (lands your Grace vpon to do him right. 

Bafc men by his endowments are made great. 

Torke My Lords of England, let me tell you this: 

I haue had feeling of my coufins wrongs. 

And labourd all I could to do hifn right: 

But in this kind to come, in brassing armes 
Behis ewne earner, and cut outhisway. 

To finde out right wyth wrong it may not he: 

And you that do abette him in this kindc, 

Cherifti rebellion, and are rcbells all. 

"North; The noble Duke hath fworne hiscommmg is, 
Butfor his owne;and for the right of that, ' 

We al haue flrongly fworne to giue him ayde : 

And let him neuer fee ioy that breaker that oath, 

Yorkt Wei wel.lfee the iflue of thefe armes, 

I-cannot mcnditl muff needcs confeffe, 

Becaufe my power is weake and all ill left: 

But if! could, , by him that gaue roe life, 
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I would attach you all, and make you {loop* 
Vntothcfoueraigncmercicoftheking; \ 

But fincc I cannot, be it knovven vr.to you, 

I do remaine .isnewtcr,fo fare you well, 

V nleflc you pleafe to enter in the caftlc. 

And there repofe you fortius night. 

Bull. An offer vnclc that wc will accept, 

But we mud winne your Grace to go with vs, 

To Briftow caftlc,whfch they fay is held 
By Bulhie*Bagor*and their complices, 
Thccaterpillersofthe commonwealth. 

Which I haue fworneto weede and pluckc away. : 1* • 

Tor he It may be I will go with you, but yet He pawfe. 
For lam loath to breake our countries lawes. 

Nor friends,nor foes to me welcome you are: 

Things paft redrcfle, arc now with me part care. Exeunt. 

€ nler erle ofSdlishury and d Welch capuine. 
r OOelch. My lord of Salisbury, we haue flayed tendayes* 
And hardly kept our countrymen together. 

And yet we-heare no tidings from the King, < . 
Therefore we will difperfc our felues, farewell. 

S<tlif. Stay yet an other day, thou truftic Welchman* 
The* Jng repofethall his confidence in thee. 

fQlelch. Tis thought the King is dcad;we wil not flay, 
The bay trees in our country areal witherd. 

And Meteors fright the fixed. flarrcs ofheauen, 

The pale-facde rooone lookes bloudie on the earth. 

And leane-lookt prophets whifpei fearefiill change, 

Rich men looka fad. and tuffisns daunce and leape, 

The one in fearc to loofe what they enioy, 

The other to enioy by rage and warre: 

Thefefigne* forerunne the death or fail ofKings. 

Fare we!i,our countrymen are gone and fled. 

As well afTmed Richard their King is dead. 

Ah Richardl with the eicsof heauy mind 
I fee thy glory like a fliooting flarre 
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Richard the fecmd % 

Fall to the bafe earth from the firmament. 

Thy funne fets weeping in the lowly weft, 

Witnefsing. ftormes to come, wo, and vnreft, 

Thy friends arc fled to wait vpon thy foes* 

And crofly to thy good all fortune goes. 

Enter Duke of Here ford ffor^s,HorthumherUnd, 

Bufueand Greene prifonert. 

Bull. Bring forth thefe men. 

Bufhie and Greene, I will not vex your foules. 

Since prefcntly your foules muft partyour bodies 
With too much vrging your pernitious hues, 

Fortwere nocharitie ; yet to walh your bloud 
From oflfmy hands* heere in the viewof men 
Iwill vnfold fome caufesofyour deaths: 

You haue milled a Prince, a royall King, 

A happy Gentleman in bloud and lineaments, 
Byyouvnhappied,and disfigured deanc. 

You haue in manner withyour finfull houses 
Made a diuorcc betwixt his Quecnc and hiny 
Broke the poflefsion of a’royall bed* 

And ftainde the beutie ofa faire Queenescbeekes 
With teareSjdrawenfromher eies by your fowle wrongs^, X 
My fclfe a Prince, by fortune of my birth, 

Neere to the King itrbloud,andneere in loue, 

Till you did make him mifinterpret me, 

Haue ftoopt my necke vnderyour iniuries, 

Andfigh’tiny Bnglilh breath in forren cloudes, 

Eating the bitter bread of banifhmenr, 

Whilft you haue fed vpon my fegnioiics* 

Difparkt my parkes,and felld my forreft woods. 

From ray owne windowes torne my houlhoideoatCj, '* O ' i 
Rac t out my impres fe, leauing me no figne,: n .v c 5 n r - i 
Saue me ns opinions, dnd my lining bloud, .rquiv/rri- ! r 1 V 7 
To mew the worid l ama gentleman. 

This and mudi more, much more tfreb twice all this 
Londeim s you to the death ifee themdehaered&ijei: 

* tcu.ion andtHdianiofdwth^ta^Mi 1 ' - >s aJ&mb jlodW; 
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Bu(b. More welcome is the ftroke ofdeathtome. 

Than Buliingbrooke to England, Lords farewell. 

Greene My comfort is, thathcauen will take ourfoulcs, 
And plague iniuftice with the paines of hell. 

But. My Lord Northumberland, fee them difpatcht; 
Vncle, you fay the Queene is at your houfe, 

For Gods fake fairely lether be intreated, 

Tel her I fend to her my kinde commends; 

Take fpecialcaremy greetings be dehucred. 

Y orke A gentleman of mine I hauc difpatcht, 

With letters of your loue to her at large. 

Bui. Thankes(gentlc vncle:)Comc Lords, away, 

To fight with Glendor and his complices, 

A while to workc, and after holiday. Exeunt. 

Enter the KtngAumtr le, Car leil&'c. 

King Barkloughly caftle call they this at hand; . 

iAum. Yea my Lord, How brookes your Grace the ayic 
After your late tofiing on the breaking fees? 

King Needcs mufti like it well, l weepe for ioy, 

To ftand vpon my kingdome once againe: 

Deere earth I do falutc thee with my hand, 

Though rebels w ound thee with their horfeshoofest 
As a long parted mother with her childe' 

Playes fondly with her tcares and fmiles in meeting; 

So weeping, fmiling grecte I thee my earth, 

And do thee faiiours with my royal l hands; 

I eedc rot thy Soueraignes foe, my gentle earth. 

Nor with thy fweetes comfort his raucncus fence. 

But let thy Spiders that fucke vp thy venome. 

And heauy-gatecLtoadcs lie in thtyr way. 

Doing annoyance to the treacherous feete. 

Which with vfurptng fteps dotramp’e thee, 

Ycelde Hinging nettles to mine enemies: 

And wherithey-fiomthybofome pluckc aflower. 

Guard it I pray thee with a lurking Adder, 

Whofc double tongue may. wyth.axnortail touch, 
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Sing Richard the fecend. 

Throwe death vpon thy foueraignes enemies, 

Mocke not my fencelet coniuration Lords, 

Thu earth fhall haue a feeling, and thefc ftones, 

Prouc armed fbuldien ere her natiueKing, 

Shall faulter voder foulc rebellions armes. 

Carl. Fear e not my Lord, that power that made you king, 
Hath power tp keep? you king in fpightofaU, 

The meancs that heaueos yeeld muft be imbrae’e 
And not ncgleffed. Elfc heauen would. 

And we will not,heauens offer > we refufe, 

The profered raeanes of fuccors and redreffe. 

Attm. He meanes my Lo; that we are too remiffe, 

Whilft Bulli ngbrooke through our fecurity, 

Gro wes ftrong and great in fubftancc and in power. 

King Pifcomfortable Coofen knowft thou not. 

That when the fearehmgeieofhcaucn is hid, 

Behinde the globe that lights the lower world, 

Then thecucs and robbers range abroad vnfeeue, 

In murthers and iti outrage bouldy here* 

But when from vnder this terreftriall ball, 

He fires the proud tops ofthe eafternc pines. 

And dartes his light through euery guilty hole, 

Then murthers,trcafons and detefted finnes. 

The cloake ofnight being pluckc from off their backs, 

Stand bare and naked trembling at themfelucs ? 

So when this thiefe, tins traitor Buliingbrooke, 

Who al 1 this while hath reueld in the night, 

Whilft wc were wandring with the Antipodes, 

Shall fee vs riling in our throne the caft, 

His trcafbns will fit blufhing in his face, 

Not able to endure the fight of day, 

But felfe affrighted tremble at his finne, 

Not all the water in the rough rude fea. 

Can walhthebalme off from anannointedKing, 

T l ie breath of worldly men cannot depofe. 

The deputy elefted by the Lord, 

For cuery map that Buliingbrooke hath preft, 
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Tolifte fiirewd fteele againfl: our goldencrowne, 

God for his Ric: hath in heauenly pay, 

A glorious Angel!; then if Angels fight, 

Weake men muft fa!l,for heaucn full gardes the right. 

Enter Salis%. 

King Welcome my Io:how far off lies your power? 

Sa/if. Nor nearc nor farther ofFmy gratioiis Lo: 

Than this weake arroe;difcomfort guides my tongue* 

And bids me fpcake of nothing but Defpaire, 

One day too late Tfearc me noble Lo: ! " 5V - h /. 

Hath clouded all thy happy daics on earth: 

O call backe yefierday, bid Time return?, • 

And thou fhalt hauc twelue thoufand fighting men. 

To day to day vnhappie date too late, ' 

Ouerchro wes thy ioiesfriends.fortiineandthy {late* 

For all the Welfhmen hearing thou wertdead, 

Are gone to Bullingbrooke difpcrft and fled. 

^Aum. Comfort my 1 iegc , why lookes your grace fo pale, 
King But now^he blond of 20000. men, 

Did triumph in my face,bnd they are Add: 

Andtill fo much bloud thither come againe, 

Haue I not reafon to looke pale and dead? 

All foulcs that wilbe fafe, flie from my fide. 

For time hath fet a blot vpon my pride. 
iAum. Comfort my liege remember Who you are*. 

King I had forgot my felfe, am I not King? 

Awake thou coward Maiefty thou ffoepeft. 

Is not the Kings name twenty thoufand names?' 1 
Armearme, my name a puny fubiedi ftrikes. 

At thy great glorie, looke not to the ground. 

Ye fauouritesofaKing,arc wenot high? 

High be our thoughts, I know my Vnckle Yorke, 

Hath power enough to ferue ourturne:but who conies here? 

Enter Scroope. 

Sera. More health apd happiness betide my liege, 

Then can my care tunde tong&e dcliuer him, 

\ King Mine eare is opcn,and my hart prepaid. 

The 
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Kitt£ Mkhttrd thefecend. 

The word is Worldly lofle thou canft vnfold, 

Say, is my kingdome loft? why twas my care, 

And what Ioffe is it to be rid of care? 

Striues Bullingbrooke to be as great as we. 

Greater he fhall not be, if he ferue God, 

Weele ferue him to, and be his fellow fo: 

Reuolt our fubicfts,that we cannot mende. 

They breake their faith to God as well as vs: 

Crie woe,dcftruftion,ruine,and decay* 

The worft is death, and death will haue fris day. 

Scro , Glad am I, that your highnes is fo armdc. 

To beare the tidings of calamity, . 

Like an vnfeafonable flormie day, 

Which makes the filucr riuers drowne their fliores. 

As if the world were all diffolude totearcs: 

So high aboue his limits fwels the rage 
OF Bullingbrooke couering your fearefull land, 

With hard bright fleele, and harts harder, then fteele. 

White beards haue arrad their thin and haireles fealpes 
Againfl: thy maiefty: boies with womens voices, 

Scriye to fpeake big and clap their femal ioints, 
Inftifrevnweildy armes againfl: thy crownc. 

Thy very beadfmen learne to bend their bowes, 

Of double fatall ewe againfl: thy Rate, 

Yea difhffe women mannageruftiebils 
Againfl: thy feate.both young and old rebel 1 , 

And all goes worfe then I haue power to tell. 

King Too well too well thou tclft a tale fo ill, 

■ Where is the Earle of Wiltfliire? where is Bagot? 

What is become of Bulhie? where isGreenc? 

That they haue let the dangerous enemy, 

Meafure our confines with fuch pcacefull fteps. 

If we preuaile, theit heads fhall pay for it: 

I warrant they haue made peace with Bulling. 

Scro, Peace haue they made with him indeed my Lord, 

King Oh villaines, vipers, damnd without redemption. 
Dogs eafily woon tofawnc on any man, 
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Snakes in my hast blaud'warmditbiitftiilgmy kart. 

Three ludafles,each one thrife worfe thenludas. 

Would they makf peace?terrible hel* 

Make war vpon their (potted foules for this. i 

Scro. Sweet loue I fee changing his property, 

T urnes to the fov\ reft and tnoft deadly hate* 
Againe.vncurfe their foules, their peace is made 
With heads andnot with hands, thofe whom you onfe 
Haue felt the word of deathes deftroying wound, 

And lie full low grau’d in the hollow ground* 

*Aum. Is. Bufhic,Greene»and the Earle of Wilt Jhirt dead. 

Aro.I all of them at Briftow loft tbeirheadsi 

*Anm. Where is the Duke my father with his power? 

King No matter where, ofcomfort no man fpcake; 
lets calke of graues,ofwotnict,and Epitaphs* 

Make duft our paper, and with rainy eies, 

Write forrowon the bolbme ofthceatth. 

Lets chobfe executors and talkiof wils: 

And yet not fb» for wliat,can we bequeath, 

Saue our depofed bodies to the ground* 

Our landes, our hues, ar. dull are Bullirtgbr&okeft, 

And nothing can we call oUrowne, but death; 

And that fmall rnodle of the barren earth* v /dT 

Which femes as pafte.and fcnuer to our bones. 

For Gods fake let vs fit vpohthe ground, 

And tell fad ft ones of the death of Kings, 

How fome haue beenc depofd, (bine Haiti e in war re, 

£ome haunted by the ghofts they haue depofed/, 

Some poifohed by their wiu£s,fome fleeping kildj 
All murthered, for within the hollo vV crawue 
That roundes the mortall temples ofa king, 

Keepesdeath hiseourtr,and there the antique fits* 

Scof ing his ftatc and grinning at his pompr, 

Allowing hima breath, a litiefccane, 

T a nionarchife be featd, and kil with lookes, 

Infufmg him withfelfe and vaine conceit. 

As if this flefh which wale about our life, 

W ere brafle impregnable:and hutnord thus. Comes 
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Cotr «« at the laft, and with a little pi* 

Boarcs thorough hisCaftle wall, and farewell King; 

Couer your heades, and mockc not ftefh and bloud, 

With folemne reuerence, throw a way refpeft. 

Tradition, forme, and ceremonious duetie. 

For you haue but miftooke me al this whiler 

I liue with bread like you, feele want, ' ; 

Tafte griefe,neede friends, fubiefttdthus, 

EJovv can you fay to ine» ] am a King? 

Car kit My lord, wifemen nere fit and waile theyr woes. 
But prefently preuent the wayes to waile, 

To feare the foc.fincefeareopprefleth ftrength, 

Giues in your weakenes ftrength vnto your foe. 

And fo your folliesfight againft your felfe; 

Feare and be flaine, no woife can come to fight. 

And fight and die, is death deftroying death, 

Where fearing dying, paiei deatnferuile breath. 

My father hath a power, inquire of him. 

And learne to make a body of a limnae. 

King Thou chidft me well.prowd Bullingbrookc,! corner 
To change blowcs with thee for our day of doomc: 
Thisagewfit offeare isouerblowne, 

An eafie taske it is to winne our owne. 

Say Scroopc, where lies our vncle with his power? 

Speake fweetely manalthough thy lookes be fewer. 

Scroop Men mdge by the complexion of the slue. 

The ftatc and inclination of the dayj 
So may you by my dull add heauy etc; 

My tongue hath buta heather tale to fay, 

I play the torturer by fmall and fmall 
T o lengthen out the worft that muft be fpoken; 

Your vftcie Yorkeis ioynd with Bulhngbrooke, 

And all your Northefne caftlesyeelded vp, 

And all your Sout’nerne Gentlemen in amies 
Vponhis partie. 

King T hou haft faid enough; 

Bcfhrew thee couiin which did it leade me focs.h 
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Of that fweete way I was in to difpaire. 

What fayyou novvf whatcoftaforthauc wcno)v# 

Byheaueri lie hate him cuerlallinglyyrs^bi^il 
That bids me be of comfort anymore;,^ ■juhvi.v\ 

Go to Flint Caftlc.there He pine away, 

A King woes flauc fhall kingly woe obey: 

That power I haue,difcliarge,and let themgoe J ■ yv, o- 
To care the land thathath fomfl hope to grow* . - 
For I liaue none, let no man fpeakc againc> 
Toaltcrthisjforcounfcllisbutvainei >* : l 

iAum. My Liege, 'one word. 

King He does me double wrong, , . lol-Jn 

T hat wounds me with the flatteries of his tong. 

Difcharge ray foHowcrs>let them hence away, 

From Richards night. to Bullingbrookes fiurc day, 

"Enter EuU^Y.or^t,Ts(prth. 

Bull. So that by this intelligence we learne 
The Welchmen are dtfperft, andSalisburi'e -vM 
Is gone to mecte the King, who lately landed 
W ich fomc few priuate friends vpon this coaJft. 

North, The newesis very faire and good ray lord. 

Richard not farre from hence hath hid his head. 

Y orks would befceme.thc Lord Northumberland 

To fay King Richard jaJaclce the heauy day, ; ys2 , 

When fuch a facred King flaould hide his headl. > 2 

North. Your Grace miftakes; onely tobebriefe 
Left I his title out. 

Yor% The time hath bin, would you haue beene fobriefe 
He would haue bin fobriefe to lborten you, (with him, 
For taking fo the head .your whBld heads lengths 
Bull. Miftake not (vncle) further then you fihould. 

Torke Take nOC (good coufin,- further then you iliould, 
Left you miftake the h eauensare ouer our heads. 

Bull. I lenowit vncle,and oppofe notmyfelfe, 

Againft their will. But, who comes here; Sntcr Terek. 

Welcome Harry ; what, will not this caftle yceldc? 

H.Vcr. The Caftle royally is mand my Lprd. 
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King Richard thefecond. 

Againft thy entrance. 

Bull. Royally, why it containes no King, 

H.Ter. ' Yes (my good Lord,) 

It doth containe a King, King Richard lies 
Within the limites of yon lime and ftonc. 

And with him are the Lord Aumcrle,Lord Salisbury, 
Sir Stephen Scioope, befides a cleargie man 
Ofholy reuerence,who I cannot learne. 

North. Oh bel ike it is- the bifhopof Carleil. 

Bull. Noble Lords, 

Go to the riideribbes of that ancient Caftle, 

Through brazen trumpet^eftd the breath ofparlec 
Into his ruinde eares, and thus dcliuer. 

H.BuU. on both his knees doth kifle king Richards hahd 3 
Andfends allegeance and true faith of heart 
Tohismoft royall perfon : hither come 
Euen at his feete to lay my armes and powers 
Prouided.that my baniflunent repeald. 

And lands reftored againe be freiely granted; 

If not, lie vfc the aduantage of my power, 

And lay the fummetsduft with fhowrcsofbloud, 
Raindc fromthe wounds of flaughteredEnglifh men. 
The which, how farre off from the minde or Bulling. 

It is, fuch crimfon tempeft fhouM bedrench 
The frefh greene lap of faire King Richards land: 

My ftooping duety tenderly fhall fhew: 

Go fignific as much while here we march 
Vpon the grafsie carpet of this plaine; 

Lets march without the noy fe of threatning drumme. 
That from this Caftels tottered battlements 
Ourfaire appointments may be well perufde. 

Me thinkes King Richard and my felfe fhould mcete 
With no lefle terrour than the elements 
Of fire and water,whcn their thundrmg fhocke 
At meeting teares the douche cheekes of heauen. 

Be he the fire, He be the yeelding water$ 

The rage be his, whilft on the earth l raigne. 
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YheTngtdie 4} 

My water' ton the earth, and net on hire, 

March on, and marke King Richard how he looker. 



The trumpets found, Richard appear (th on. the 'Walls, i 
lull. See fee King Richard doth hitpfelfe appears. 
As doth the bluftiing djfcontcnted Sunne, 

From out the ficrie portall of the Eaft, 

When he perceiucs the enuiouscloudes are 
T o dim me his giorie>and to ftainc the tracke 
Ofhis bright paflage to the Occident, , 

York* Yet lookes he like a King,bcholdc his 
As bright as is the Eagles, lightens for th 
Controlling raaieftie;alackc alacke for wo e, 

That any harme fhould ftaine fo faire a (hew. 

King We are amazdc, apd thus long hauc we ft code, 
T o watch the fcareful bending of thy knee, 

Becaule we'thought our felfe thy lawful Kings 
And if wee be, ho we dare thy ioynts forget 
To pay their awcfuU duety to our prefence? 

If we be not, fhew vs the hand of God 
That hath difroift vs from our Stewardship* 

For well we know no hand of bloud and bone 
Can gripe the facred handle of our Scepter, 

Vnlcflc he do propbane»fteale,or vfurpe, 

And though you thinke that all as youhaue done 
Haue torne their foulcs, by turning them from vs, 

And we are barren and bereft of friends: 

Yet know, my maifter God omnipotent, 

Is muttering in bis cloudes on our bchalfe. 

Armies of pettilence, and they fhallftrike - 

Your children yet vnbernr.and vobegot, 

That lift your vaflaile bands againft my head, 

And threat the glorie of my precious crowne. 

Tell Bullingbrookc, for yon me thinkes he ftandes, 
That cuery (hide he makes vpon my land. 

Is dangerous treafon* he is come to open 
The purple teftament of bleeding warre: 
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King Rich nrd the fecond. 

But eykhe crowne he lookes for.liue in peace,' 

Ten rh.’U and bloudy crownes ofmothers fonner, 

Shall ill become the flower of Englandsface, 

Change the complexion of her maid- pale peace, 

To'fcaTlet indignation and bedew 

Her patters grafle with faithfull Englifh blond. 

Ifprth. The King of heauen forbid: our Lo: the king 

Should fo with ciuill and vnciuill armes, 

be rufht vpon ♦ Thy thrife noble Cofen, 

Harry Bultingbrooke doth humbly kifle thy hand, 

And by the honorable Eombe he fweares, 

That ftands vpon your roiall grandfires bones. 

And by the roialtieS of both your blouds, 

Currents that fpring from one moft gratious head. 

And by the buried handof warlike Gaunt, 

And by the worth and honor of hunfclfe, 

Comprifmgall that may be fworne or fa id, 

Hiscomming hither hath no further {cope. 

Then for his lineall toialties, and to beg 
Iiifranchifement immediate on his knees. 

Which on thy roiall partic granted once. 

His glittering antics he will commend to ruft. 

His barbed fteeds to ftab!es,and his hart 
T o faithfull feruice ofyour Maiefty. 

This fweares he, as he isprincefle iutt. 

And as I am a gentleman I credit him. 

King Northumberland,fay thus, the King returnes. 

His noble Cofen is right welcome hither, , 

And all the number of hisfaire demaunds, 

Shall be accomplifht without contradiflion. 

With all the gratious vttcrance thou haft, 

Speake to his gentle hearing kind commends. 

King W T e do debafe our fclues, Cofen do we not, 

Tolooke fo poorely, and tofpeakefbfaire? 

Shall we call backc Northumberland and fend 
Defiance to the traitor and fo die? 

4um. No good my Lo:lct$ fight with gentle words* 

G Till 





TheTrdgeSeof 

Till time lend friends, and friends their hclpfull fvvordjo rj 
King OhGcd oh God that ere j his tongof mine ■, - r 

That laid the fentence of dr ead banifhment 
On yon prowde man flhould take it offagaine 
"With words of footh! Ohthatlwere as great 
As is my griefejorlefTer th^pmynat^cl •’ni!; - { 

Or that I could forget what 1 haucbeencl 
Or riot remember what I ratift be now ! 

Swellft thou (prowd heart)lle giucthec (cope to beate, 
Since foes haue fcope to beatt both thee and me. 

^4tm. Northumberland comes bachc from Bulfmgbrooke 
King Whatmift the Kingdo nowfmuft he fubsnit? 

The Kinglhall do it : mufl he be depofde? 

The king’lliall be contented ;riiufl he loofc ; . ... 'j 

The name ofKiugJaGods rram^let it got 

Ilegiue my iewcls for a fet ofl^ad.ef: 5 , , sri; /. h:u\ 

My gorgeous pallae.e fer a hermitage !. b :,r, - nih i > 

Mygayapparelforanalmeftnansgownei' 

My figurde goblets for a diflr of wood : 

My feeprer fora Palmers walking flaffc: Jjif iltu 

Myfubieftsfora paireofcaruedSaintes, j ; , 

And my larg^kifigd^riie f or a httle graue, > 

A little little graue, an obfepre graue. 

Or He be butied in the Kings hie way. 

Some way of common trade, vyhere fubiefts feete 
May hourely trample on their foueraignes head^ 

For on giy heart they trcadepowvvhilftl hue: 

And buried once, why not vpon my head’ 

Aumerle thou wetplft^ay teiule Hieartcd cooun) 

Weelc make fowle weather with ciefpifed teares^ 

Our fighs and they fliall lodge the fummer corne> 

And make a dearth in this reuniting land: 

Or fhall w« ffljiy-the wantons withpu? w oes, 

And make fome<prcty match. with fheadisg teares, 

As thus to drop them ftill vpon one place, 

Till they haue fretted vs a pajre of graues 

Within the earth, and thereitri^Cjtherelia ^ 

Ihf * " O ~ 
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Mlfwg RkUrdthefeamd. 

Two ktnfmen digd their grades with weeping cics: 

Would not this ill do well? well well 1 fee, 

I talkc but idlely, and you laugh at me. 

Moftniightie Prince my Lord Northumberland, 

What faies king Bullingbroke, will his maieftic 
Giuc Richard lcaue to liue till Richarddye, 

You make a leg and Bullingbroke faies 1» 
ft(orrA. My Lord, in the bafecOutthe doth attend. 

To lpcake with you, may it plcafc you to come downe. ’>■ * 
King. Downe, downe I come, like gliftring Phaeton: 
Wanting trie manage lades. 

In the bale court, bafe court where Kinge» j^rovvebalc, 

To come at traitors calls, and do them grace. 

In the bafe court come downe: downe court, downe lutW 
For nightowks Ihrceke where mounting larkes ihnuid hng. f 
Bull, What faies his maicftie? 

North. Sorrowe and greife of hart, 

Makes him fpeake fondly like a frantike man. 

Yet he is come. 

. Bull. Stand all apart, . 

And (hew fai re dutie to his Maieftic: (be kritiles downe* 

My gratious Lord. 

King, fai re cooler, you debale your princely knee. 

To make the bale earth proud with kiffing it; 

Me rather had my hart might feele your louc, 

Thenmy vnpleafedeie fee your curtefie: ' 

Vpcoofenvp,yourhartis vpl lcnowc. 

Thus high at leaft, although your knee belowe. 

Bull. My gratious Lord, F come but for mine owne. 

King, Your o.wne is yours, and l am yours and all. 

Bull, So farre be mine my moft redoubted Lord, 

As my true feruice lhalldeferue your loii’e. 

King. Well you dcferuc:they welldeferue to haue. 

That know the ftrong’ft and fureft way to get, 

V nek giue me your handes, nay drie your cies, 

Teares Ihew their loue, but wanttheir remedies. 
Goofenlamtoyongtobeyour Fath«r, ;3ii/ • - ’ 

G 2 Though 



Though you are cid enough to be my heire j 

What.ybu will haue, 1,'e giue.and willing to, 

For doe we mud, what force will haue vs doci 
Set on Towards London, Cofen is it fo? 

Bui. Yea my gv-oti Lord; 

Kivg' T hen l mud not (ay no. 

Inter the Quttne with her attendants 
Quco* What fport fhall we dcui fc here in this garden, 
Todriue away the hcauy thought ofcare? 

Lady Madame weele rjl »*>-«..' ■■■:. j 
Quee. T wil hie thinkc the world is full ofrubj. 
And that^y fortune runs againft the bias. 

Lad'J Madame week daunce. 

Q«ee. My legs can keepe no meafurc in delight. 

When my poore hart no meafurc keepes ingriefe: 7/ ,1’ 
Therfore nodauncinggirlcfome other fport. 

Lady Madame week tell tales. 

Quee. Of forrow or ofgriefe. 
l*dy Of cither Madame. 

QU£e. -Of neither girlei 
For if of icy, being altogether wanting, 

It doth remember me the moreofforrow; 

Or if of griefe.being altogither bad, 

It adds more forrow to my want of ioy: 

For what I haue I need not to repeatc, 

And what I want it bootes. not to complaine. 

Lady Madame He fing, 

L^uee. Tis well that thou haftcaufc, 

But thou fhouldlf p! calcine better, would!! thou weepe. 
Lady I could weepe ^Madame would it doc you good? 
Q<w. And I could fing would weeping doe me good, 
And neuer bortow any tcare of thee. 

Snter Gardener u 

But flay, here come the gardeners. 
i-'Cts ffep into the fliadow of thefe trees, 

My wrctchedncs vnto a row of pines, 






King Richard thefecond. 

They will talke of ftate for cuery one doth fo, 

Againft a change woe is fore-runne with woe. 

Gard. Go bind thou vp yong dangltog Aphricokes, 
Which likevnruly children make their fire, 

Stoope with opprefsion oftheir prodigall wei 
Giue fome fupportance to the bending twigs. 

Go thou, and like an executioner 
Cut off the heads of two faff growing fpraies. 

That looke too loftie in our common-wealth. 

All mult be eucn in our gouernement. 

You thus employed,! will goe roote aw 
The noyfome weedes which without pi 
The foiles fcrtilitic from wholfome flowers. 

Man. Whv fhould we in the 
Keepe law and forme, and due 
Shewing as in a modle our fire 
When our fea-walled garden t 
Is full of weedes, herfairefl; flowers choakt vp» 

Her fruit trees all vnprunde, her hedges ruinde. 

Her knots difordered.and her holforae hcarbs 
Swarming with eaterpi] 

Gard. Hold thy peace, 

He that Utah {offered th is ^ 

Hath nowhimfelfe met with the fall of leafe: 

The weedes which his broad fpreadmg leaues 
That feemde in eating him to hold him vp, 

Are pluckt vp roote and all by Bulhngbrooke, 
ImeanetheEarle of Wilt£hirc,Bu(hie, Greene, 

Man. What arethey dead? 

Card. They are. 

And Bullingbrooke hath ceafde the 
Oh what pitie is it that he had not fo trimde, 

And dreft his land as we this garden at time of ycare 
Do wound the barke, the skinne of our fruit trees, 

Left being; ouerprowd in lap and bloud. 

With too much tiches it confound it felfe 
Had he dons io to great and growing men, 



They 





TheTragedkaf : 

Theymighthaueliude tobearc,and he totafte 

Their fruits of ducty : fupeifluous branches , 

We loppc away, that bearing boughes may liue: 

Had he done fo, himfelfe had borne the crowne* 

Which wafte of idle houres hath quite throwne downed 
Man. What, thinke you the King (hall be dcpofcd? 

Card. Depreft he is already, and depofde 
Tis doubt he will be . Letters came laft night 
To a deare friend of the good Duke of Yorkes, 

That tell blackc tidings. 

Queene Oh I am preft to death through want of (peaking 
Thou old Adams likcneffe fet to drefl'e this garden, 

How dares thy harlb rude tong found this vnpleafing news? 
What Eue’what ferpcnt hath fuggeftcd thee 
Tomakeafccondfall ofcurfcd man? 

Why doft thou fay king Richard is depofde? 

Darft thou thou little better thing than earth 
Diuinchis downefall? fay, where, when, and how, 

Canft thou by this ill tidings fpeake thou wretch/ 

.Card. Pardon me Madam, little ioy 
T o breathe this newes. yet what I fay is true: 

King Richard heisinthemightie hold 
Of Bullingbrooke : their fortunes both are wej — 

In your Lo. fcalc is nothing bnt himfelfe, 

And fome fewvanitiesthat make him light: 

Eut in the ballance of great Bullingbrooke, 

Befides himfelfe are all the Engli fh peeres, 

And with that oddes he weighsKingT 
Poff you to London and you will find il 
I fpeake no mote thancuery one i 
Queene Nimble Mifchancc-that arte lb light i 
Doth not thy embaflage belong i 
And am I laft thatknovtes it/ Oh thou 
To ferue me laft that I may iongcfl keepe 
Thy forrow in my breafl : come Ladies gb 
T o mcete at London Londons king in wo; 

What, was I borne to this that my fad lookc . , . 
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King MichafJ thefecond. 

Should grace the triumph of great Bullingbrooke/ 

Gardner for telling me thefe newes of wo. 

Pray God the plants thou graftft may netier grow. "Exit 

Card. Poore Queene, fo that thy ftate might be no worfc, 
I would my Skill were fubieft to rhy curfe: 

Here did fhe fall ateare,here in this place 
lie fet a banke of Rew lowre hearb of grace, 

Rew euen for ruth heerc fhortly fhall be feene, 

Id the remembrance of a weeping Queene. Exeunt, 

Enter BuUinghrool^ toith the Lords to parliament. 

Bull. Call forth Bagof. inter Bagot. 

Now Bagot, freely fpeake thy mind. 

What thou doeft know of noble Glbttcefters death. 

Who wrought it with the King, and who peiformdc 1 
The bloudy office of his timclcs end. 

Bagot Then fet before my face the Lord Autnerle. ■ 
Bull. Coufin, (land foorth, and looke vpon that man; 
Bagot My Lord Aumerle, I know your daring cong 
Scornes to vnfay what once it hath define ted. 

In thatdead time whfrnGloceftcrs death was plotted ' 
lhcardyou (ay, Isnot my aritic of length. 

That reacheth from the reiftfulEngUfh court, 

As farre as Callice to mine vncles bead/ 

Amongft much other tallcc that very time 
Ih'eard ydu fay, that you had rather refufe - 
The offer of an hundred thoufandcrownts. 

Then Bullingbrookes rcturne to England, adding withall, 
How blcft th is land would be inthis your cofins death. 

odum. Princes and noble Lords, 

What anfwer (hall I make Co this bafe man/ * * 

Shall 1 fb much difiionour my faire ft arres 
On equall termes to giue them chafticement? 

Either I muft, or haue mine honour foild 
With the attainder of his fiaunderous lippes, 

T hew is my gage, thewanual fcale of death? 
wtA ’ • • 









TheTngedieof 

That markcs thee out for hell J lay thou llcft. 

And wil roaintaine what thou haft faid isfalfe 
In thy heart bloud. though being all too bafe 
T o ftainc the temper of my knightly fword. 

Bull. Bagot,forbeare, thou (halt not take it vp. 

Aum. Excepting one, I would he were the bed 
In all this prefence that hath moude me lo. 

F/V^. If that thy valure (land on limpathie. 

There is my gage Aumerle, in gage to thine ; 

By that faire Sunne which fhews me where thou ftandft, 
I heard thee fay.and vauntingly thou fpakft it. 

That thou wertcaule of noble Glouccflers death* 

If thou denied it twenty times, thou lied. 

And I will turne thy falfhoode to thy heart* 

Where it was forged with my rapiers point. 
tAum. T hou dard not(coward) liue tafee that day* 
Now by my foule, I would it were this hourc . 
*Aum, Fits waters, thou art damnd to hell for this. 
L.’Per. Aumerle, thou lied, his honour is as true 
In this appealeasthou artall vniud* 

And that thou art fo, there I thrdwe my gage# 

To prooue ' 



■ >^*1 



it on thee to the extreamed" point a :i > 

Ofmortall breathingjeeaze it if thou dard. 

*4 urn. AndifIdonot,maymyhandjrotoflf* 

And neucr brandilh more reuengefull dccle 
Ouer the glittering helmet of my foe. 

* Another L.\ taske the earth to the like (forfwornc AuiHCtle) 
And fpurre thee on with full as many lies 
As it may be hollowed in thy treacherous eare 
From iinneto finne : there is my honors pawne 
Ingage it to the triall if thou dared. 

•Aum. Whofets me clfeiby heauen lie throweat all, 

I haue a thoufand fpirites in one bread* 

To anfwer twenty thoufand (uchas you. 

Sur. My lord Fitzwater, I do remember well 
The very time (Aumerle) and you did talke. 

Fit%. Tis very true you were in prefencc then* s 
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Aad you can witnes with me '.his is true. 

Sur As falfe»by heauen* as heauen it felfcis true. - 

tiff. Surrie thou lied. . , . ffword, 

Sur. Dilhonorabie boy* that lie (hall lie fo heauie onmy 
That it (hall render vengeance and rcuenge, 

Till thou the lie-giucr, and that lie do lie* 

In earth as quiet as thy fathers dull. 

In proofe whereof there ismy honours pawne, 

Ingage itto the triall if thou dard. 

Pit ^ How fondly doeft thou fpurre a forward horid 
IfTdarceate, or drinkc,or breathe, or liue, 

I dare meet Surry in a wildernes. 

And fpit vpon him whild I fay»he lies. 

And lies, and lies: there is bond of faith. 

To tie thee to my drong correction: 

As I intendeto thriuc in this new world, 

Aumerle is guiltie ofmy true appeale. 

Befides I heard the bamfhed Norffolke fay, 

That thou Aumerle didd fend two of thy men. 

To execute the noble Duke at Gallice* 

>Aum. Some honed Chridian trud me with a gage, 

That Norffolke lies, heere do I throwe downc this* 

If he may be repeald to trie his honour. 

Bull. Thefe differences (hall all red tnder gage. 
TillNorfFolkebe repeald, repeald he fhallbe. 

And though mine enimie, reftord againe 

To all his landes and figniories: when he is retumd* 

Againd Aumetle we will inforcc his triall, 

Carl T hat honourable day (hall neucr be fecnc* 

Manie a time hath baniflit Norffolke fought* 

For Iefu Chrid in glorious Chridian feild. 

Streaming the enfigne ©fthc Chridian Croffe, 

Againd blacke Pagans. Turkes.and Saracens, 

And toild with workes of warre, retird him felfe 

To Italie, and there atVenicegaue 

His bod ie to that pleafant Countries earth* 

And his pure foule vnto his Captaine Chrid* 

V ndcr whofe colours he had fought fo long. 

Fi Bull. 






TheKragedk of 

Bull. Why B. is Norffolkedead? . .... 

Carl. As furely asl liuc my Lord. 

Bull. Sweet peace condudl his fweetc foule to the bofotBe' 
Ofgood olcie Abraham:Lords Appellants, * 

Your differences fhall all reft vnder gage. 

Till vveafsigne you to your dates oftriall. Ester Tot\e 

Y orke Great DukeofLancafter I come to thee, 

From plume-pluckt Richard, who with willing foule,. : • 

Adopts the heire,and his highfcepteryccldes, 

T o the pofTefsion of thy royall hand: 

Afcend his throne, defending now from him* 

And longliue Henry fourth. of that name. 

Bull. In Gods name lie afcend the regall throne, 

'.*■ Car. Mary God forbid. 

Worftinthis toyall prefence may Ifpeake. 

Yet beft befeenung me to fpealce the truth. 

Would God that any in this noble prefence,. 

W ere enough noble to be vprigbt iudge 
Of noble Richard. Then true noblcfle would 
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Learne him forbearance from lo foule a wrong, 
What fubiedf can giue fentence on hisKmg: 
And whofitsheretbatisnot Richards fubiettf 
Theeues are not iudgd but they are by to heare,, 
Although apparant guilt be feene in them. 

And fhall the figure of Gads Maiefty, 

His Captaine, Reward, deputy.eleft,. 
Annointed, crowned, planted, many yearcs 
Be iudgd by fubiefl and inferiour breath, ,;u . 
And he himfelft not prefentJOh forfend it God, 
That in a Chriftian climate foulesrefinde, . 
Should fhew fo heinous blacke obfcecne a deed 
I Ibeake to fubiefts and a lubieftfpcakes, 

Stird vp by Gpd tluis boldly far hj.s King, 

My Lord ofHcrefbrd here whom you call King* 
Isa foule traitour to proud HcrefordsKing, 

And if yon crowne him lecuje prophefie, 

The bloud of fioglilli dja)] manure the ground* 
And future agei grpane fox this fpul$ aft. 
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King Richard thefeemd. 

Peace fhall go fleepe with tdrkcs and infidel?, 

Andin this feate of peace, tumultuous warres. 

Shall kin with kin, and kinde with kind confound: 
•Diforder, horror, feare , and mutiny, 

Shall heere inhabit, and this land be cald, 

The field of Golgotha and dead mens fculs. 

Oh ifyon raife this houfe again ft this houfe. 

It will the wofulleft diuifion proue, 

That euer fell vponthis curfed parth: 

Preuent it, refift it, let it not be fo. 

Left child, childs children, crie againftyou wo. 

Worth. Well haue you argued hr, and for your paines. 

Of Capitall treafon, wearreftyou heere: 

My Lord of Weftminfter, be it your charge, 

Tokcepc him fafely till his day oftriall, 
bull. Let it be fo, and loc on wed nefday next. 

We fblemnly proclaitnc our Coronation, 

Lords be ready all. Exeunt. 

iJMantntJVeJl.Caleily burner le. 

\Ahhut. A wofull Pageant haue we heere beheld. 

Car. The woe’s to come,the children ye t vnbornc. 

Shall fecle this day as fharpto them as thorne. 

.Aunt. You holy Clergy men, is there no plot, 

T o ridde the realme of this pernitious blot? 

*Ahbot. My Lo. before I freely fpcake mymindheercin. 
You fhall not onely take the Sacrament, 

To burie mine intents, but alfo to eflfcft. 

What euerl fhall happen to deuifet 
I fee your browes are full of difeontent. 

Your harts of forrow, and your eies of tearcs: 

Come home with me to Tapper, He lay a plot, 

Shall fhe w vs all a merrie daie. Sxcunt. 

inter the Queene reith her attendants . 

£#«. This way the King will come, this is the way. 

To Iulius Caefars ill erefted Tower, 

To wohfc flint bofome. my condemned Lord, 

Isdoomde aprifonerby proud Bullingbrookc* 

Hi Heere 







i. 
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TheTragcdie&f 

Heere let vs ref!, if this rebellious earth, 

H.me any re fling tor her true Kings Qyeene. (Enter Ej t. 
But foh. bul let, or rather doe notfee. 

My taire Rofe wuhei,yet looke vp, behold. 

That you in pittietnaydiflolue todeaw. 

And waih him frcfli agauie with true loue teares. 

Ah thou the modle where oldc Troy did Band f 
Thou mappe oi honour, thou King Richards torabe. 
And not King Richard} thoumoft beauteous Inne, 

Why flionld hard fauourdgretfe be lodged in thee, 

When triumph is become analehoufc gueft? 

ioyne not with greife faire woman, doe not Ip, 

T o make my end too fudden,learne good foule, 

T o tlnnke our former Rate a happie dreame. 

From whichawakt the tructhofwhatwc are 
Shewes vs but this: I am fwoi ne brother (fweet) 

T o grim neceffitic, and he and I, 

Will keepe a league till death. Hie thee to Fraunce» 

And cleifter thee in fome religious houfe. 

Our holy hues muft win a new worlds crowne. 

Which our piophanc Iioures heere haue throwne downe 

Q«ee. what is my Richard both in fhape and minde 
Transformdand weaknedJhath Bullingbrocke, 

Depolcle thine intelleftihath he been in thy hart? 

The Lyon dying thrufleth footth his pawe. 

And woundes the earth if nothing elfe with rage, 
Tobeore-powr’d,and wiiltthou pupill-like 
Take the correction, mildly kifle the rod. 

And fawne on Rage with bale huroilitie. 

Which arta Lion and the king of beads. 

King, a King of beafts indeed, if aught but beafts, 

1 had been fitllahappie King.of men. 

Good (fometimes Qjieene)prepare thee hence for Franck 
Thmke lam dead, and that eucn here thou takeft 
As from my death bed thylaftliuingleaue; 

In winters tedious nights lit by the fire, 
with good old folkes* and let them tell the tales, 
Otwocfull ages long agoebetidde: A __ 



King Richard thefecond. 

And ere thou bid good night to quite their griefes, 
Teilthouthc lamentable tale of me. 

And fend the hearers weeping to their beds: 

For why, the fenflefle brands will fimpathize 
The heauy accent ofthy tnooumg tong. 

And in compafsion weepe the lire out, 

And lome wit mourne in allies, feme cole blacke. 

For the depofing of a rightful 1 King. EnterNorthum 

"North. My Lord, the' ininde of Bullingbrookc is changde, 
You tnuft to Pomfret, not vnto the T ower. 

And Madam, there is order tine for you. 

With al fwitt fpeede you muft away to France. 

Kin? Northumbcrlanci>choii ladder wherewithal! 

The mounting Bullingbrooke afeends my throne. 

The time Hiall not be many houres of age 
More than it is, ere foule finne gathering head 
Shall breake into corrupt! on, thou lhait thinke, _ 

Though he diuide the realme and giue thee lialfe, 

It is too little helping him to all. 

He lhall thinke that thou which knoweft the way 
To plant vnrightfuit kings, wilt knowagaine, 

Being nere fo little vrgde another way , 

Toplucke him headlong from the vfurped throne* 

The loue of wicked men conucrts tofeare, 

T hat feare to hate^ and hate turnes one or both 
To worthy daunger and deferued death. 

North. My guilt be oh my head, and there an end: 

Take leauc and part, for you muft part forthwith. 

King Doubly diuorft(bad men) you violate 
A two-fold marriage twixt my crowncand me 
And then betwixt me and my married wife. 

Let me vnkiffe the oathe twixt thee and me: 

And yet not fo, for with a kiftc twasmade. 

Part vs Northumberland,! tow’ardesthe north. 

Where fhiueringcold and fickcncflepinesthe clime: 

My wife to Fraunce»from whence fet forth in pomp 
She came adorned hither like fweete Maie, 

H 5 Sent 





T heT ragedietf ,\ 

Sent backe like Hollo.wmas or fhortft of day , 

Qtteene And mud we be diuided? mud we part? 

King 1 hand fromhand(my loue) and heart from heart, 

Queene Bani/h vs both, and fend the King with me. 

Ktng That were fame ioue.but little pollicie. 

Qtteene Then whither he goes, thither let me go. 

King So two togither weeping make one woe, 

Weepe thou for me in Fraunce, I for thee heere, 

Better far oft* than neere be ncre the ncare. 

Go count thy way with fighe$,I mine with groancs. 

Queene So longed: way fhall hau,e the longcft inoancs. 
King T wife for one ftep He grone the way being fhort 
And peece the way out with a heauy heart. 

Come come in wooing forrow lctsbe briefe. 

Since wedding it.there is fuch length in griefe; 

One kiffc fhall flop our mouths, and dumbly part. 

Thus giuc I mine, and thus take I thy heart. 

Queene Giue me mine owne againe,twere no good part 
To take on me to keepe.and kill thy heart: 

So now I haue mine owne againe, be gone. 

That I may ftriue to kill it with agroane. 

King W e make woe wanton with this fond delay. 

Once more adue, the reft let forrow fay, Exeunt. 

Enter Duke ofYorke and the Dutchejse. 

Du. My Lord,you told me you would tell the reft, 
When weeping madefyou breake the ftorie of 
Of our two coufins camming into London. 

/ Y orkt Whercdidlleaue? 

Du. At that fad flop my Lord, 

Where rude mifgouerned hands from windowes tops. 
Threw duft and rubbi/h on king Richards head. 

Y orke Then (as I laid) the Duke great Bullingbrooke 
Mounted vpon a hotc and fierie fteede. 

Which his afpiring nder feemd to know-, 

With flow, but ftately pafe kept on his courfe, 

Whilftall tongues cried, God fauethe Bullingbrooke, 

You would haue thought the very windows /pakc: 

So naany greedy lookes of yang and old Through 
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King Richard the feemd. 

Through fcafements darted their deliring eies 
Vpon his vifage, and that all the walles 
'With painted imagery had laid at once, 

Iefu preferuc the welcome Bullingbrooke, 

Whilft he from theone fide to the other turning 
Bare- headed, lower than his prowd ftccdes neckc 

BefpAke them thus-, I thanke you countrymen: 

And thus ftilldoirtgithus he paflt along. 1 

Du. Alac poore Richard,where rode lie the whilft? 
Yorke As in a Theater the eies of men, , - 

After a well-graced Aft or leaues the ft.ige, 

Are ydlybent on him t hat enters next, 

Thinking his prattle ro be tedious; - 

Euen fo, or fl>ithhiudi mofe contempt mens eies 
Didfcowle on gentle Ric. no man cried, God fade him, 
No ioyfull tongue gaue him his welcome home. 

But duft was throwen vpon His facred head: 

Which with fuch gentle forfbw he fhooke ofF r 
His face fti 1 1 combating with teares and fmilcs, 
The-badgesof h is griefe and patience, 1 r>ic 

Thathadnot Godforfomeftrongpurpofefteeld 
T he hearts of men, they muff perforce haue melted, 
AndBarbarifmeitfeifehaue ported him: 



But heauen hatha hand in thefeeuenfs, , ■ I • 

To whofe-Bigh will we bound out calme contents.' 

T o Bullingbrooke are we fwornc fubiefts now, 
Whofe ftate and honour I for ay allow. 

Du. Here comes- iiiy foiine Aumcrle. 

Yorke Aumcrle that was. 

But that is loft, for being Richards friend: 

And Madam, you muft call him Rutlandnovv: 

I am in parleament pledge for his truth 
And laflingfealtie to the new made king. j 

Du. Welcome my fonne, who are the violetsnow 
That ftrew the grecoe lap of the new come fpring. 

viu. Madam, I know not, nor I greatly care not, 
God kno^es 1 had as leifs be none as one. 



TheTragedk ef 

Y trip Well,beare you wcl in this new fpringof time. 
Left you be cropt before you come to prime , 

What newes from Oxford, do thefe iufts & triumphs hold? 
Aum. For aught I know (ray Lord) they do. 

Y orke youwillbctherclknow. 

Aum. If God preuentnot. I purpofe fo. 

Torke What fcale is that that hangs without thy bofome? 
yea. look ft thou pale; let me lee the writing, 

Aum. My Lord, tis nothing. 

Yorks No matter then who fee it, 

I will be fatisfied, let me fee the writing. 

Aum. I do bcfeech your grace to pardon me; 

It is a matter offmall confcquence. 

Which for fome rcafons I would not haue feenc. 

Yorks Which for fome reafous fit 1 meane to fee. 
Ifearelfcare. 

Du. What fhould you feare? 

T is nothing but fome band that he is entred into 
For gay apparel! gainft the triumph day. 

Yorks Bound to himfclfe ; what doth he with a bond 
That he is bound to. Wife, thou art a foole: 

Boy. let roe fee the writing. 

Awn. I do befeech you pardon me, I may not fhew it. 
Yor% I will be fatisfied, let me fee it 1 fay: 

H e p Jacket it out of his hofome and reads* it: 

Yorke T reafon,foute treafon, vil laine.traitor.flaue* 

Dtt. What is the matter my lord? 

Yorks Ho, who is within there; faddle my horfe, 

God (or his mercy 1 what treachery is here? 

Du. Why what is it my Lord; 

Yorks Giue me my bootes 1 fay. faddle my horfe. 

Now by mine honour, by my life, by my troth 
I willappeach the villaine. 

Du. What is the matter; 

Yorke Peace foolifh woman. 

Du. I wil not peace, what is the matter Aumerle; 

A*' Good mother be content, it is no more 






hit o! : 



Xing Richurdtheftwd' 

Then my poore life rouft anfwere,< 

Du. Thy life anfwere? ■ ■ 

~yor. Bring memy bootes, I will vntothc King. _j 

Hts man enters "tsith his bootes. 

Dtt. Strike him Aumerle. poore boy thou art atnazd, 

Hence vilaine neaer more come in my fight. 

Tor. Giue me my bootes I fay. 

Du. Why Yorke what wilt thoii doe; 

Wilt thou not hide the trefpafle of thine owne? 

Haue we more fons? or are we like to haue? 

Is not my teeming date drunke vp with time? 

And wilt thou plucke my faire fonnefrom mine ^ge; 

And rob me of a happie mothers name. 

Is he not like the? is he not thine owne? 

Tor. Thou fond mad woman, 

f ilt thou conceale this darke confpiracie ? 

doozen of them herd haue tane the facrament, 

And interchaungeably fetdowne there hands. 

To kill the king at Oxford, , 

’Du. He fhal be none, weele keepe him hcere, 

Then what is that to him? . . r 

Tor. Away fond woman, were he twcntic times my fonnC,. 
I would appeach him, 

Du. Hadft thou groand for him as I haue done. 

Thou wouldft bee more pittifull. 

But nowe I knowe rhy minde, thou doeft fufpeft 
That I haue been diiloiall to thy bed, 

And that he is a baftard,notthy fonne: 

Sweete Yorke, fweete husband, be not of that mind, 

He is as like thee as any man maybe, 

Not liketome, or a of my kinne, / 

Andyetllouehim. 

Tor. Make way vnrulie woman. "Exit. 

Dtt. After Aumerle: mount thee vpon his horfe, 

Spur, port, and get before him to the King, 

And beg thy pardon ere he do accufe thee. 

He not be long behind, though- 1 be old. 



Jfj 
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TheT rAgedie tf \'L 

1 doubt not but to ride as faft as Yorfce. v; 

An ncucr will I rife vp from the ground, rT 

T ill Bullingbroke haue pardoned thee: a way, be gone. 

Enter the King with hrs nobles. . , 

King H. Can no man tell me ofmy vnthriftie fonne? 

T is full three moneths fince I did fee him laft. 

If any plague hangouervstis.be: 7 •• I. ., 0 -: 

Iwould co God my Lordes he might be found: 

Inquire at London, mongft the Taucrncs there, 

For there(they fay) he daylie doth frequent. 

With vnreftrained loofe companions, h- c. ; 

Euen fuch (they fay) as fland in narrow lanes, 

And beate our watch, and rob our paflengers* 

Which he yong wanton and effeminate boy, 

Takes on the point of honour to fupport fo dido lute a crew. 

H. Terete My LordAomc two dayesfince Ifaw theprincri 
And tuu’.d him of thofe triumphes heide at Oxford. A 

King. And what laid 1 the gallant? 

Ter. His anfwcr was, he would vnto the ftews, 

And from the common ft ercature p'ueke a gloue. 

And wearc it as a fauour, and with that, 

M« would vnhorfe the luftieft Challenger, 

King H. As diflolutc as defperat, yet through both, 

1 fee foroe fparkes of better hope, which elder yearcs,- 
May happily bring foorth. But who comes hccre? 

Enter punier ieamaigd.. o • 

j£vm. Where is the King? {fbwildljv 

King H. What meanes our cofen, that he dares and looke* 
^iam. God faue your grace, 1 doe befcech your Maieftte, 

T o haue fome conference with your grace alone. 

King, Withdrawe your felucs, and leaue vs here alone. 

W hat is the matter with our eofen no we? ■ 

^um. Foreuernny my knees growc to the earth, 

My tongue,cleaueto my roofFc within my mouth, 

VnlcfTe a pardonerc 1 rife or fpeake. 

King Intended, or committed, was this fault? 

Ifon the firft,how hey nous cisitbe 





rccou er breath, 
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To win thy after loue,I pardon thee. 

*4um t Then giue me leaue that May turne 
T hat no man enter till my tale be done. 

King. Haue thy defire. 

The DukeofTorhe knokesdt the door etnd truth , 
Tor. My Ieige beware, looke to thy felfe. 

Thou haft a Traitor in thy prefenc* 

King. Vilain lie make thee fafe, 

^fum. Stay thy reuengefull hand, tnou 
T»r£. Open the dorc, fccure fool e»harc 
Shall I for loue fpeake treafon to thy face. 

Open the dore, or I will breake it i 
King What is the matter vnclc, 1 
Tell vs, how neare is daunger, 

That wee may arme vs to encounter it? 

Tor, Perufethis writtng hecreund thou fhalt 
The treafon that my hafte forbids me flicw. 

*Atm. remember as thou readft, thy promife paft, 

1 do repent me, reade not my name there. 

My hart is not confederate with my hand. 

Tor. . It was (vilainc)cre thy hand did fet it downe. 

I tore it from the traitors bofomc (King,) 

Fcare.and not loue, begets his penitence: 

Forget to pittie him, left thy pittie proue, 

A Serpent that will ft ing thee to the hart. 

King, O heynous, ftrong, and bould confpiracyt 
O loyal] Father, ofa treacherous Sonne, 

Thou fhecre immaculate and filuer Fountaine, ' 
Rom whence this ftr eame, through muddy paflages* 
Hath held his current* and defild himfclfe* 

Thy ouerflow ofgood,conuerts to bad: 

*hy aboundan t goodnes, fhallexcufe, 
v This deadly blot in thydigreftingfonne 
Tor So mall my vertue, be his vices 
An he (hall fpend mine honour* with 
As thriftles fonnes, their feraping Fathers golds 
Mmc honour Hues when his di (honour dies* 

I 





Or my lhamde life in his difhoiww K?lr • ' •• ‘ilrmiutiv •'}■ 
Thou kilft me in his lifdgiumghwn breath, 

The traitor Hues, the true mans put to'dearh. 

Du. What ho, my Liege, for Gpds.fakeletme im- 
KingM* WiifttiW vhiec fuppli^ptniakcj this ; cgcr crie? 
Du. A woman, and thy aunt(great kipg)ti$ I, Ivl MZ 
Speake with me, pitie me, open the dpore, . r c 
A beggar begs that neuerbegd before. 

King Our feehe is alfted from a ferious thing. 

And now changde to the Beggar and the King? p . 

My dangerous coufin»le t your mother in, i . i : i;.,i :: 

Iknowfhe is come to pray for your foule finne, 

York? If thou do pardon whofoeuer pray, 

More finnes for this forgiuenes profper may: 

Thisfeftred ioynt cut off. thereft reft found, 

Thislet alone viil all thereft confound. pr. 1 .■»•£ 
Du. Oh king.belecue not this hard-hearted man,;: y T 

Loue loumgnot it felfe, none other can. ; 

Yorks f hou frantike woman, whatdoftthou make here/ 
Shall thy ol d dugs once morea traitor reare? 

Du. SweeteTorke be patient, heatc me gentle Liege, i r 
KbigH Rife vp good aunt; *'■ 

Du. Notyet'-I thcebefecch. 

For euer wil I walke vpon my knee*. 

And neuer fee day thatthe happy fees, 

Till thou giueipyivnldi^ou bid me ioy, : 

By pardoning Rutland my tranfgrefsing boVv . 

^4um. Vnto my mothers prayers I bend my knee* 
yorke Againft them both my true ioynts bended be 3 
111 maift thou tjbriuc if thou graunt any grace. 

Du. Pleades he in earneft? looke vpon hisface. 

His eies do drop no;teares» ; hiS t ptiayers are inieft. 

His words come from his mouth, o'un ftom our breatt. 

He pray es butfaintly.and would be deni ed , 

We pray with heart and foule, and all be fide. 

His weary ioytits would gladly rift I know. 

Our knees ftill kneeft titt to the ground they grow, ^ 
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and the Abbot, 



crewj 



irds, ftand vp, 
tong to teach, 

^ordof thy fpeach: 



KingSkhardthcficoHd. 

His prayers are full offalfe bypocrifie, 

T hat mercy which true prayer 0« o to 
yorke Good aunt ftand vp. 

Du. Nay>donotfay,ft a » ^P, 

Say Pardon fir (Land afterwards, flat 
Andiflwerethynutfe 

Pardon Ihould be the tint 
I neuer lonsd toheare a word till bow. 
c rr nardonKin^ilet pitie teach thee how, 

T ^eCrd .rfebutnot fo Ihortasfweeft 
No word like pardonfor K'n|^^ cS ^ ecte ' 
yorke Speake it in French. King (ay , l arcic 
Du Doft thou teach pardon pardon to 
Ah my fewer husband, my hard-hearted Lord. 
That fees the word it fclfc againft the word 
Speake pardon as tis currant in our land. 

The chopping french we do not vndemanc, 

T hine eie begins to fpeake, fet thy tongue 
Or in thispiteous heart plant thou thine eare. 

That hearing how our plaints and prayers do pier^e- 
Pitie may mooue thee pardon to rehearle. 

King hi . Good aunt ftand 

Du. Ido not fue to ftand. 

Purdon is all the lute I haue in 
K in? 1 pardon him as God «..*»■* r -» — - 
Du. Oh happy vantage of a kneeling knee 
Yet am I ficke for feare, fpeake it againe, 

Twice faying pardon doth notpard 
But makes one pardon ftrong. 

King H. I pardon him with al 
Du. A god on earth thou art 
KingH. But for our trufty b 
With all the reft of that confer 
Deftruftion ftrait fhal dog 
Good vncle,help to order feuerall powers, 

■ 77. - - 1 % 

. 
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The Tr age die ^ 

To Oxford, or where ere thefe traitors arc. 

They flwll not liue within this world I fwearc. 

But I will haue them ifl once know where. 

Vncle farewell, and coufinadue, 

Your mother wctl hath prayed, and prooue you true; 

Du. Come my oldcfonne, I pray God make thee new. 

Exeunt. CManct fir Tierce Exton&c. 

'Extort Didft thounot markc the K. what words he fpakef 
Haue I no friend will rid me of this lining fcarc? 

Was it not fo? 

Man Thcfewere his very words. 

Extort Haue I no friend quoth he? he fpakc it twice. 
And vrgde it twice together, did he not? 

Mart He did. 

Extort And /peaking it, he wifhtly lookt onme. 

As who fhould fay, I would thou wert the man, 

1 hat would diuorcc this terrour from my heart* 

Meaning theking at Pomfrct. Come lets go, 

1 am the kings friend, and will rid his foe; 

Enter Richard alone. 

Rich. I haue beene ftudying how I may 
This prifon where I liue, vnto the work 
And forbccaufc the world is populous, 

And here is nota creature but my felfc, 

1 cannot do it: yet lie hammer it out. 

My braine He prooue.thc female to my fouler 
My foule the father, and thefe two beget 
A generation of Hill-breeding thoughts: 

And thefe fame thoughts people this little world, 

Jn humors like the people of this world: 

For no thought is contented : the better fort, 

As thoughts of things diuine are intermixt 

With fcruples, and do fet the word it felfc 

Againft the word»as thus: Come little ones, & then againe 

It isas hard to come,as for a Cammell 

To threed thepofterne ofa fmall needles eie: 

Thoughts tending to ambition they do.plot, 

Vn- 




K'rng Richard thefeewd. 

Vnlikely wonders : How thefe vaine weake nailes 

May tcare a paffage thorow the flinty ribs 

Of this hard world my ragged prifon walks: 

And for they cannot die in their owne pride. 

Thoughts tending to content flatter thcmlelUCJ, 

T hat they arc not the firft of fortunes flaiies* 

Nor fhallnotbc the laft like fccly beggars, 

Who fitting in the ftockcs refuge their lhame, 

That many haue, and others muft kt there. 

And in this thought they find a kind of cafe. 

Bearing their owne misfortuncs on die backe 

Offuch as haue before, indurdc the like. 

Thus play l in one perfon many people, 

Andront contented i (omcnntcl tira I lOng, 

Then treafons make me wifhmy fclfe abe^a , 

And fo I am : then crufliing penune 
Perfwadesmel wasbettet whena king. 

Then am I kingd agamc, andby and by, 

Thinke that I am vnkmgd,by Bullingbrookc, 

And ftrait am nothing. But what ere I be, 

Norl.noranyman.thatbutmanis* . 

With nothing fhallbe pleafde,till he beeafde, , 

With being nothing. Muficke do 1 heare. the mufikepUm 
Haha keepe time, how fowre fweete Muficke is 
When time is broke, and no proportion kept. 

So isit in the mufike of mens hues: 

Andhcrchauclthedaintmetkofeare 

Tochecke timc broke in a difordcred i ftrin e : 

But for the concord of my ftate and tunc. 

Had not an eare to heare my true time broke, 

I wafled time, and now doth time wafte me. 

For now hath time made me his numbringclocke; 

My thoughts are minutes, and with fighes they iarre. 

Their watches onvnto mine eyes the outward watch 
Whereto my finder like adiallespoynt, 

Is pointing ftiU, >« cleaning them from tearcs. 

Now fir, the found that telles what hour® it is, ^ 
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TfaTngedie ef 

Are clamorous groancs which llrike vpon my hart. 
Which is the bell, fo fighs, and teares, and grones, 

Shew minutes, times, and houres: but my time, 

R unnes polling on in Bullingbrokes proud ioyc. 

While I Hand fooling heere hisiackc oftheclockc. 
This muficke maddes me, let it found no more. 

For though it haue holp mad men to their witts. rt . 

In me it feemes it will make wife men mad: 

Yet bleffiing on his hart that giues it me, 

For tis afigne of loue; and loue to Richard, 

Is a flrangc brooch in this al-hating world. 

Enter agroomc of the flab le. 

Croome. Haile roiall Prince. 

Rich. Thankes noble peare: 

The cheapcft ofvs is ten grotes too deare. 

What art thou, and how Cornell thou hither, 

Where no man neuer comes, but that fad dog, 
Thatbringsme foodetomake miffortune liue. 

Croome. I was a poore groome ofthy liable King, 
When thou wert King: whotrauailling towards Yorkc, 
With much adoe (at length) haue gottenleaue. 

To looke vpon my lome times roiall maiflers face; 

Oh how iternd my hart when I beheld. 

In London llreetes, that Corronation day. 

When Bullingbtoke rode cn Roane Barbaric, 

That horfe, that thou fo often hall bellride. 

That horfe, that I fo carefully haue drelt. 

Rich, Rode he on Barbarie.tell me gentle freind, 

How went he vnder him? 

Groom. So proudly as if he difdaind the ground. 

Ric, Soproudthat Bullingbroke was on hisbackc: 
That lade hath eate bread from my royall hand. 

This hand hath made him proud with clapping hims 
Would he not Humble, would he not fall downe 
Since pride mull haue afal^and breake the necke, 
Ofthat prondmamthat did vfurpehis backeJ 
Forgiucnes horfe why do I raile on thee? 



Richard the fecond. 

Since thou created to be awed by man. 

Wall borne to beare 5 I was not made a horle, 

And yet I beare a burthen like an alfc, 

Spurrdc,galld,and tifde by iaunci ng Bullingbrooke.' 

Enter one to Richard "With medte. 

Keeper Fellow, giue place, heerc is no longer Hay. 

Kick. Ifthou loue me, tis time thou wert away. 

Croome What my tong dares not,that my heart lhal fay. 
Exit Groome, 

Keeper My Lord, wilt pleafe you to fall to? 

Rich. T alle of it firfl as thou art wontto do. 

Keeper My Lord I dare not, fir Pierce of Exton, 

Who lately came from the Kkigcommaunds the contrary! 

Rich. The diuelltake Henry of Lancafler, and thce» 

Patience is Hale, and lam wearie ofit. 

Keeper Help, help, help. 

The murder ers rujh in. 

Rich. How now.whatmcanes Death in this rude affauk? 

Villaine, thy ownchand yeclds-thy deaths inllrutncnfo 
CO thou an Afill another riome in hell. 

Mere Exton ftrikes him downe. 

Rich. That hand fliall burnein neuer quenching fire» 
That flaggers thus my perfon : Exton,tby fierce hand 
Hath with the kings blond ftaind the kings ownc land. 
Mount mount my loulc, thy feate is vp on high, 

Whilfl my grofleflefh finckes downeward here to die. 

Exton As full of valure as of royall bloud: 

Both haue I fpilld. Oh would the deede were good* 

For now the diuel/ that told me I did well, 

Saies that this deede is chronicled in hell: 

Fins dead king to.the liuing king lie beare. 

I akc hence the reft, and giue them Curtail hcere« 

Ent er BulUngbrooketeith thednkeofYorhe. 

K Our 
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Our townc of Cicetct in Glpuccftcrftiusc*^ 

But whether they be tanc or ilaine we heart rtot* 

Enter NorthumherJand* 

Welcometoy Lord> vvhatis the ntwcs? 

TS^jrth. Firft to thy facrcd ftate wifh I all happmeflt* 

The next nev\ f es is, i hatit to London fent 
The heades of GxtordiSalisbury, Blunt and Kcnt> 

The maner oftlxcir. taking may appeare 
At large .difcourfcdinthispapef hccre. : \ 

King We thankc thee gentle Percie for thy pained 
And to thy woorth Will adde right worthy gaines© 

Enter Lord F itqvdters. v ^ 

Fit%. JVly Lord^I haue from Oxford fent toLonden 
The heads of Broccas,andfir Benet Seely, 

T wo <of the daungcrou s confbr ted traitors* 

That fought at Oxford thy dire ouerthrow. 

H n g Thy paines Fitz.fhall nor be forgot> 

Right noble is thy merit well I wot. 

€nter H. Terete. 

f Per.cit The grandconfpirator Abbot of Weftminftet - 
With clog ofconfcience andfowre melancholy 
Hath yeelded vp his body to the graue. 

But here is Carle il liuing, to abide 

Thy kingly doome* and fentence ofhispridif. 

king, CarJcil,thisisyt>ur doome; 

Choofe out fotne fecretplace.fome reuerent room© 
More than thou haft, and with it ioy thy life: 

Ji o as thr>u liu'ft in peace, die freefrom ftrirc, 
for though, rnioe enemy thou baft euer bcenc, . 

High fparkes of honourintheehaue I feenc. 



Enter F.xton't&iih tie tof fin. 

€xton GreatKing, within this eoftjn I prefcnE 
Thy buried feare : herein allbreathleue hes 
The roigbtieft ofthy greateft enemies, 

Richard of Burdeaux,by me hither brought. _ 

tint Exton> I thanke thcc not, for thou haft w g 



A deed of (launder with thy fatall hand, 

Vpon my head and all this famous Land. 

Exton. from your owne mouth my Lo. did I this deed. 
King. They loue not poifon that do poilon neede. 

Nor do I thee; though I did wifli him d*md , 

] hate the murtherer, louc him murthcred; 

The guiltof confciencetake thouforthy labor, 

But neither my good word, nor Princely fauour; 
WithCaynego wander through Ihadesofnight, 

And neuer (hew thy head by day nor light. 

Hordes, I proteft my foule is full of Wo. 

Thatbloud Ihould fprincle me to make me grow* 
Comemourne with me, for what I do lament, 

And put on fulleyn blacke incontinent, 
lie make a voiage to the holly lande, 

To walh this bloud off from my guiltie hand: 

March fadly after, grace my mournings hecre» 

In weeping after this vntimely Beerc, 



FIJI'S. 
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DEPARTMENT OF MANUSCRIPTS 

Record of Treatment, Extraction, Repair, etc. 
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